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			To the Bet­ty Zane chap­ter of the Daugh­ters of the Rev­o­lu­tion this book is re­spect­ful­ly ded­i­cat­ed by the au­thor

		
	
		
			Note

			In a qui­et cor­ner of the state­ly lit­tle city of Wheel­ing, West Va., stands a mon­u­ment on which is in­scribed:

			“By au­thor­i­ty of the State of West Vir­ginia, to com­mem­o­rate the siege of Fort Hen­ry, Sept. 11, 1782, the last bat­tle of the Amer­i­can Rev­o­lu­tion, this tablet is here placed.”

			Had it not been for the hero­ism of a girl the fore­go­ing in­scrip­tion would nev­er have been writ­ten, and the city of Wheel­ing would nev­er have ex­ist­ed.

			From time to time I have read short sto­ries and mag­a­zine ar­ti­cles which have been pub­lished about Eliz­a­beth Zane and her fa­mous ex­ploit; but they are un­re­li­able in some par­tic­u­lars, which is ow­ing, no doubt, to the sin­gu­lar­ly mea­ger de­tails avail­able in his­to­ries of our west­ern bor­der.

			For a hun­dred years the sto­ries of Bet­ty and Isaac Zane have been fa­mil­iar, oft-re­peat­ed tales in my fam­i­ly—tales told with that par­don­able an­ces­tral pride which seems in­her­ent in ev­ery­one. My grand­moth­er loved to clus­ter the chil­dren round her and tell them that when she was a lit­tle girl she had knelt at the feet of Bet­ty Zane, and lis­tened to the old la­dy as she told of her broth­er’s cap­ture by the In­di­an Princess, of the burn­ing of the Fort, and of her own race for life. I knew these sto­ries by heart when a child.

			Two years ago my moth­er came to me with an old note­book which had been dis­cov­ered in some rub­bish that had been placed in the yard to burn. The book had prob­a­bly been hid­den in an old pic­ture frame for many years. It be­longed to my great-grand­fa­ther, Col. Ebenez­er Zane. From its fad­ed and time­worn pages I have tak­en the main facts of my sto­ry. My re­gret is that a wor­thi­er pen than mine has not had this wealth of ma­te­ri­al.

			In this busy pro­gres­sive age there are no he­roes of the kind so dear to all lovers of chival­ry and ro­mance. There are he­roes, per­haps, but they are the pa­tient sad-faced kind, of whom few take cog­nizance as they hur­ry on­ward. But can­not we all re­mem­ber some­one who suf­fered great­ly, who ac­com­plished great deeds, who died on the bat­tle­field—some­one around whose name lingers a ha­lo of glo­ry? Few of us are so un­for­tu­nate that we can­not look back­ward on kith or kin and thrill with love and rev­er­ence as we dream of an act of hero­ism or mar­tyr­dom which rings down the an­nals of time like the melody of the hunts­man’s horn, as it peals out on a frosty Oc­to­ber morn pur­er and sweet­er with each suc­ceed­ing note.

			If to any of those who have such re­mem­brances, as well as those who have not, my sto­ry gives an hour of plea­sure I shall be re­ward­ed.

		
	
		
			Prologue

			On June 16, 1716, Alexan­der Spotswood, Gov­er­nor of the Colony of Vir­ginia, and a gal­lant sol­dier who had served un­der Marl­bor­ough in the Eng­lish wars, rode, at the head of a daunt­less band of cav­a­liers, down the qui­et street of quaint old Williams­burg.

			The ad­ven­tur­ous spir­its of this par­ty of men urged them to­ward the land of the set­ting sun, that un­known west far be­yond the blue crest­ed moun­tains ris­ing so grand­ly be­fore them.

			Months af­ter­ward they stood on the west­ern range of the Great North moun­tains tow­er­ing above the pic­turesque Shenan­doah Val­ley, and from the sum­mit of one of the lofti­est peaks, where, un­til then, the foot of a white man had nev­er trod, they viewed the vast ex­panse of plain and for­est with glis­ten­ing eyes. Re­turn­ing to Williams­burg they told of the won­der­ful rich­ness of the new­ly dis­cov­ered coun­try and thus opened the way for the ven­ture­some pi­o­neer who was des­tined to over­come all dif­fi­cul­ties and make a home in the west­ern world.

			But fifty years and more passed be­fore a white man pen­e­trat­ed far be­yond the pur­ple spires of those ma­jes­tic moun­tains.

			One bright morn­ing in June, 1769, the fig­ure of a stal­wart, broad shoul­dered man could have been seen stand­ing on the wild and rugged promon­to­ry which rears its rocky bluff high above the Ohio riv­er, at a point near the mouth of Wheel­ing Creek. He was alone save for the com­pan­ion­ship of a deer­hound that crouched at his feet. As he leaned on a long ri­fle, con­tem­plat­ing the glo­ri­ous scene that stretched be­fore him, a smile flashed across his bronzed cheek, and his heart bound­ed as he fore­cast the fu­ture of that spot. In the riv­er be­low him lay an is­land so round and green that it re­sem­bled a huge lily pad float­ing placid­ly on the wa­ter. The fresh green fo­liage of the trees sparkled with glit­ter­ing dew­drops. Back of him rose the high ridges, and, in front, as far as eye could reach, ex­tend­ed an un­bro­ken for­est.

			Be­neath him to the left and across a deep ravine he saw a wide lev­el clear­ing. The few scat­tered and black­ened tree stumps showed the rav­ages made by a for­est fire in the years gone by. The field was now over­grown with hazel and lau­rel bush­es, and in­ter­min­gling with them were the trail­ing ar­bu­tus, the hon­ey­suck­le, and the wild rose. A fra­grant per­fume was waft­ed up­ward to him. A rush­ing creek bor­dered one edge of the clear­ing. Af­ter a long qui­et reach of wa­ter, which could be seen wind­ing back in the hills, the stream tum­bled mad­ly over a rocky ledge, and white with foam, it hur­ried on­ward as if im­pa­tient of long re­straint, and lost its in­di­vid­u­al­i­ty in the broad Ohio.

			This soli­tary hunter was Colonel Ebenez­er Zane. He was one of those dar­ing men, who, as the tide of em­i­gra­tion start­ed west­ward, had left his friends and fam­i­ly and had struck out alone in­to the wilder­ness. De­part­ing from his home in East­ern Vir­ginia he had plunged in­to the woods, and af­ter many days of hunt­ing and ex­plor­ing, he reached the then far West­ern Ohio val­ley.

			The scene so im­pressed Colonel Zane that he con­clud­ed to found a set­tle­ment there. Tak­ing “tom­a­hawk pos­ses­sion” of the lo­cal­i­ty (which con­sist­ed of blaz­ing a few trees with his tom­a­hawk), he built him­self a rude shack and re­mained that sum­mer on the Ohio.

			In the au­tumn he set out for Berke­ley Coun­ty, Vir­ginia, to tell his peo­ple of the mag­nif­i­cent coun­try he had dis­cov­ered. The fol­low­ing spring he per­suad­ed a num­ber of set­tlers, of a like spir­it with him­self, to ac­com­pa­ny him to the wilder­ness. Be­liev­ing it un­safe to take their fam­i­lies with them at once, they left them at Red Stone on the Monon­ga­hela riv­er, while the men, in­clud­ing Colonel Zane, his broth­ers Silas, An­drew, Jonathan and Isaac, the Wet­zels, Mc­Col­lochs, Ben­nets, Met­zars and oth­ers, pushed on ahead.

			The coun­try through which they passed was one tan­gled, most im­pen­e­tra­ble for­est; the axe of the pi­o­neer had nev­er sound­ed in this re­gion, where ev­ery rod of the way might har­bor some un­known dan­ger.

			These reck­less bor­der­men knew not the mean­ing of fear; to all, dar­ing ad­ven­ture was wel­come, and the screech of a red­skin and the ping of a bul­let were fa­mil­iar sounds; to the Wet­zels, Mc­Col­lochs and Jonathan Zane the hunt­ing of In­di­ans was the most thrilling pas­sion of their lives; in­deed, the Wet­zels, par­tic­u­lar­ly, knew no oth­er oc­cu­pa­tion. They had at­tained a won­der­ful skill with the ri­fle; long prac­tice had ren­dered their sens­es as acute as those of the fox. Skilled in ev­ery va­ri­ety of wood­craft, with lynx eyes ev­er on the alert for de­tect­ing a trail, or the curl­ing smoke of some camp­fire, or the mi­nut­est sign of an en­e­my, these men stole on­ward through the for­est with the cau­tious but dogged and per­sis­tent de­ter­mi­na­tion that was char­ac­ter­is­tic of the set­tler.

			They at length climbed the com­mand­ing bluff over­look­ing the ma­jes­tic riv­er, and as they gazed out on the un­du­lat­ing and un­in­ter­rupt­ed area of green, their hearts beat high with hope.

			The keen axe, wield­ed by strong arms, soon opened the clear­ing and reared stout log cab­ins on the riv­er bluff. Then Ebenez­er Zane and his fol­low­ers moved their fam­i­lies and soon the set­tle­ment be­gan to grow and flour­ish. As the lit­tle vil­lage com­menced to pros­per the red­men be­came trou­ble­some. Set­tlers were shot while plow­ing the fields or gath­er­ing the har­vests. Bands of hos­tile In­di­ans prowled around and made it dan­ger­ous for any­one to leave the clear­ing. Fre­quent­ly the first per­son to ap­pear in the ear­ly morn­ing would be shot at by an In­di­an con­cealed in the woods.

			Gen­er­al George Rodgers Clark, com­man­dant of the West­ern Mil­i­tary De­part­ment, ar­rived at the vil­lage in 1774. As an at­tack from the sav­ages was ap­pre­hend­ed dur­ing the year the set­tlers de­ter­mined to erect a fort as a de­fense for the in­fant set­tle­ment. It was planned by Gen­er­al Clark and built by the peo­ple them­selves. At first they called it Fort Fin­cas­tle, in hon­or of Lord Dun­more, who, at the time of its erec­tion, was Gov­er­nor of the Colony of Vir­ginia. In 1776 its name was changed to Fort Hen­ry, in hon­or of Patrick Hen­ry.

			For many years it re­mained the most fa­mous fort on the fron­tier, hav­ing with­stood num­ber­less In­di­an at­tacks and two mem­o­rable sieges, one in 1777, which year is called the year of the “Bloody Sev­ens,” and again in 1782. In this last siege the British Rangers un­der Hamil­ton took part with the In­di­ans, mak­ing the at­tack prac­ti­cal­ly the last bat­tle of the Rev­o­lu­tion.

		
	
		
			Betty Zane

		
	
		
			I

			The Zane fam­i­ly was a re­mark­able one in ear­ly days, and most of its mem­bers are his­tor­i­cal char­ac­ters.

			The first Zane of whom any trace can be found was a Dane of aris­to­crat­ic lin­eage, who was ex­iled from his coun­try and came to Amer­i­ca with William Penn. He was prom­i­nent for sev­er­al years in the new set­tle­ment found­ed by Penn, and Zane street, Phil­a­del­phia, bears his name. Be­ing a proud and ar­ro­gant man, he soon be­came ob­nox­ious to his Quak­er brethren. He there­fore cut loose from them and em­i­grat­ed to Vir­ginia, set­tling on the Po­tomac riv­er, in what was then known as Berke­ley coun­ty. There his five sons, and one daugh­ter, the hero­ine of this sto­ry, were born.

			Ebenez­er Zane, the el­dest, was born Oc­to­ber 7, 1747, and grew to man­hood in the Po­tomac val­ley. There he mar­ried Eliz­a­beth Mc­Col­loch, a sis­ter of the fa­mous Mc­Col­loch broth­ers so well known in fron­tier his­to­ry.

			Ebenez­er was for­tu­nate in hav­ing such a wife and no pi­o­neer could have been bet­ter blessed. She was not on­ly a hand­some wom­an, but one of re­mark­able force of char­ac­ter as well as kind­ness of heart. She was par­tic­u­lar­ly not­ed for a rare skill in the treat­ment of ill­ness, and her deft­ness in han­dling the sur­geon’s knife and ex­tract­ing a poi­soned bul­let or ar­row from a wound had re­stored to health many a set­tler when all had de­spaired.

			The Zane broth­ers were best known on the bor­der for their ath­let­ic prow­ess, and for their knowl­edge of In­di­an war­fare and cun­ning. They were all pow­er­ful men, ex­ceed­ing­ly ac­tive and as fleet as deer. In ap­pear­ance they were sin­gu­lar­ly pleas­ing and bore a marked re­sem­blance to one an­oth­er, all hav­ing smooth faces, clear cut, reg­u­lar fea­tures, dark eyes and long black hair.

			When they were as yet boys they had been cap­tured by In­di­ans, soon af­ter their ar­rival on the Vir­ginia bor­der, and had been tak­en far in­to the in­te­ri­or, and held as cap­tives for two years. Ebenez­er, Silas, and Jonathan Zane were then tak­en to De­troit and ran­somed. While at­tempt­ing to swim the Scioto riv­er in an ef­fort to es­cape, An­drew Zane had been shot and killed by his pur­suers.

			But the bonds that held Isaac Zane, the re­main­ing and youngest broth­er, were stronger than those of in­ter­est or re­venge such as had caused the cap­tiv­i­ty of his broth­ers. He was loved by an In­di­an princess, the daugh­ter of Tarhe, the chief of the puis­sant Huron race. Isaac had es­caped on var­i­ous oc­ca­sions, but had al­ways been re­tak­en, and at the time of the open­ing of our sto­ry noth­ing had been heard of him for sev­er­al years, and it was be­lieved he had been killed.

			At the pe­ri­od of the set­tling of the lit­tle colony in the wilder­ness, Eliz­a­beth Zane, the on­ly sis­ter, was liv­ing with an aunt in Phil­a­del­phia, where she was be­ing ed­u­cat­ed.

			Colonel Zane’s house, a two sto­ry struc­ture built of rough hewn logs, was the most com­fort­able one in the set­tle­ment, and oc­cu­pied a prom­i­nent site on the hill­side about one hun­dred yards from the fort. It was con­struct­ed of heavy tim­ber and pre­sent­ed rather a for­bid­ding ap­pear­ance with its square cor­ners, its omi­nous look­ing port­holes, and strong­ly barred doors and win­dows. There were three rooms on the ground floor, a kitchen, a mag­a­zine room for mil­i­tary sup­plies, and a large room for gen­er­al use. The sev­er­al sleep­ing rooms were on the sec­ond floor, which was reached by a steep stair­way.

			The in­te­ri­or of a pi­o­neer’s rude dwelling did not re­veal, as a rule, more than bare walls, a bed or two, a ta­ble and a few chairs—in fact, no more than the ne­ces­si­ties of life. But Colonel Zane’s house proved an ex­cep­tion to this. Most in­ter­est­ing was the large room. The chinks be­tween the logs had been plas­tered up with clay and then the walls cov­ered with white birch bark; tro­phies of the chase, In­di­an bows and ar­rows, pipes and tom­a­hawks hung up­on them; the wide spread­ing antlers of a no­ble buck adorned the space above the man­tel piece; buf­fa­lo robes cov­ered the couch­es; bearskin rugs lay scat­tered about on the hard­wood floor. The wall on the west­ern side had been built over a huge stone, in­to which had been cut an open fire­place.

			This black­ened re­cess, which had seen two hous­es burned over it, when full of blaz­ing logs had cheered many not­ed men with its warmth. Lord Dun­more, Gen­er­al Clark, Si­mon Ken­ton, and Daniel Boone had sat be­side that fire. There Corn­planter, the Seneca chief, had made his fa­mous deal with Colonel Zane, trad­ing the is­land in the riv­er op­po­site the set­tle­ment for a bar­rel of whiskey. Lo­gan, the Min­go chief and friend of the whites, had smoked many pipes of peace there with Colonel Zane. At a lat­er pe­ri­od, when King Louis Phillippe, who had been ex­iled from France by Napoleon, had come to Amer­i­ca, dur­ing the course of his melan­choly wan­der­ings he had stopped at Fort Hen­ry a few days. His stay there was marked by a fierce bliz­zard and the roy­al guest passed most of his time at Colonel Zane’s fire­side. Mus­ing by those roar­ing logs per­haps he saw the ra­di­ant star of the Man of Des­tiny rise to its mag­nif­i­cent zenith.

			One cold, raw night in ear­ly spring the Colonel had just re­turned from one of his hunt­ing trips and the tramp­ing of hors­es min­gled with the rough voic­es of the ne­gro slaves sound­ed with­out. When Colonel Zane en­tered the house he was greet­ed af­fec­tion­ate­ly by his wife and sis­ter. The lat­ter, at the death of her aunt in Phil­a­del­phia, had come west to live with her broth­er, and had been there since late in the pre­ced­ing au­tumn. It was a wel­come sight for the eyes of a tired and weary hunter. The ten­der kiss of his come­ly wife, the cries of the de­light­ed chil­dren, and the crack­ling of the fire warmed his heart and made him feel how good it was to be home again af­ter a three days’ march in the woods. Plac­ing his ri­fle in a cor­ner and throw­ing aside his wet hunt­ing coat, he turned and stood with his back to the bright blaze. Still young and vig­or­ous, Colonel Zane was a hand­some man. Tall, though not heavy, his frame de­not­ed great strength and en­durance. His face was smooth; his heavy eye­brows met in a straight line; his eyes were dark and now beamed with a kind­ly light; his jaw was square and mas­sive; his mouth res­o­lute; in fact, his whole face was strik­ing­ly ex­pres­sive of courage and ge­nial­i­ty. A great wolf dog had fol­lowed him in and, tired from trav­el, had stretched him­self out be­fore the fire­place, lay­ing his no­ble head on the paws he had ex­tend­ed to­ward the warm blaze.

			“Well! Well! I am near­ly starved and mighty glad to get back,” said the Colonel, with a smile of sat­is­fac­tion at the steam­ing dish­es a ne­gro ser­vant was bring­ing from the kitchen.

			“We are glad you have re­turned,” an­swered his wife, whose glow­ing face tes­ti­fied to the plea­sure she felt. “Sup­per is ready—An­nie, bring in some cream—yes, in­deed, I am hap­py that you are home. I nev­er have a mo­ment’s peace when you are away, es­pe­cial­ly when you are ac­com­pa­nied by Lewis Wet­zel.”

			“Our hunt was a fail­ure,” said the Colonel, af­ter he had helped him­self to a plate full of roast wild tur­key. “The bears have just come out of their win­ter’s sleep and are un­usu­al­ly wary at this time. We saw many signs of their work, tear­ing rot­ten logs to pieces in search of grubs and bees’ nests. Wet­zel killed a deer and we bait­ed a like­ly place where we had dis­cov­ered many bear tracks. We stayed up all night in a driz­zling rain, hop­ing to get a shot. I am tired out. So is Tige. Wet­zel did not mind the weath­er or the ill luck, and when we ran across some In­di­an sign he went off on one of his lone­ly tramps, leav­ing me to come home alone.”

			“He is such a reck­less man,” re­marked Mrs. Zane.

			“Wet­zel is reck­less, or rather, dar­ing. His in­com­pa­ra­ble nerve car­ries him safe­ly through many dan­gers, where an or­di­nary man would have no show what­ev­er. Well, Bet­ty, how are you?”

			“Quite well,” said the slen­der, dark-eyed girl who had just tak­en the seat op­po­site the Colonel.

			“Bessie, has my sis­ter in­dulged in any shock­ing es­capade in my ab­sence? I think that last trick of hers, when she gave a buck­et of hard cider to that poor tame bear, should last her a spell.”

			“No, for a won­der Eliz­a­beth has been very good. How­ev­er, I do not at­tribute it to any un­usu­al change of tem­per­a­ment; sim­ply the cold, wet weath­er. I an­tic­i­pate a catas­tro­phe very short­ly if she is kept in­doors much longer.”

			“I have not had much op­por­tu­ni­ty to be any­thing but well be­haved. If it rains a few days more I shall be­come des­per­ate. I want to ride my pony, roam the woods, pad­dle my ca­noe, and en­joy my­self,” said Eliz­a­beth.

			“Well! Well! Betts, I knew it would be dull here for you, but you must not get dis­cour­aged. You know you got here late last fall, and have not had any pleas­ant weath­er yet. It is per­fect­ly de­light­ful in May and June. I can take you to fields of wild white hon­ey­suck­le and May flow­ers and wild ros­es. I know you love the woods, so be pa­tient a lit­tle longer.”

			Eliz­a­beth had been spoiled by her broth­ers—what girl would not have been by five great big wor­ship­pers?—and any triv­ial thing gone wrong with her was a se­ri­ous mat­ter to them. They were proud of her, and of her beau­ty and ac­com­plish­ments were nev­er tired of talk­ing. She had the dark hair and eyes so char­ac­ter­is­tic of the Zanes; the same oval face and fine fea­tures: and added to this was a cer­tain soft­ness of con­tour and a sweet­ness of ex­pres­sion which made her face be­witch­ing. But, in spite of that de­mure and in­no­cent face, she pos­sessed a de­cid­ed will of her own, and one very apt to be as­sert­ed; she was mis­chievous; in­clined to co­quet­tish­ness, and more ter­ri­ble than all she had a fiery tem­per which could be aroused with the most sur­pris­ing ease.

			Colonel Zane was wont to say that his sis­ter’s ac­com­plish­ments were in­nu­mer­able. Af­ter on­ly a few months on the bor­der she could pre­pare the flax and weave a lin­sey dress­cloth with ad­mirable skill. Some­times to hu­mor Bet­ty the Colonel’s wife would al­low her to get the din­ner, and she would do it in a man­ner that pleased her broth­ers, and called forth gold­en prais­es from the cook, old Sam’s wife, who had been with the fam­i­ly twen­ty years. Bet­ty sang in the lit­tle church on Sun­days; she or­ga­nized and taught a Sun­day school class; she of­ten beat Colonel Zane and Ma­jor Mc­Col­loch at their fa­vorite game of check­ers, which they had played to­geth­er since they were knee high; in fact, Bet­ty did near­ly ev­ery­thing well, from bak­ing pies to paint­ing the birch bark walls of her room. But these things were in­signif­i­cant in Colonel Zane’s eyes. If the Colonel were ev­er guilty of brag­ging it was about his sis­ter’s abil­i­ty in those ac­quire­ments de­mand­ing a true eye, a fleet foot, a strong arm and a dar­ing spir­it. He had told all the peo­ple in the set­tle­ment, to many of whom Bet­ty was un­known, that she could ride like an In­di­an and shoot with un­doubt­ed skill; that she had a gen­er­ous share of the Zanes’ fleet­ness of foot, and that she would send a ca­noe over as bad a place as she could find. The boasts of the Colonel re­mained as yet un­proven, but, be that as it may, Bet­ty had, not­with­stand­ing her many faults, en­deared her­self to all. She made sun­shine and hap­pi­ness ev­ery­where; the old peo­ple loved her; the chil­dren adored her, and the broad shoul­dered, heavy foot­ed young set­tlers were shy and silent, yet bliss­ful­ly hap­py in her pres­ence.

			“Bet­ty, will you fill my pipe?” asked the Colonel, when he had fin­ished his sup­per and had pulled his big chair near­er the fire. His old­est child, Noah, a stur­dy lad of six, climbed up­on his knee and plied him with ques­tions.

			“Did you see any bars and buf­flers?” he asked, his eyes large and round.

			“No, my lad, not one.”

			“How long will it be un­til I am big enough to go?”

			“Not for a very long time, Noah.”

			“But I am not afraid of Bet­ty’s bar. He growls at me when I throw sticks at him, and snaps his teeth. Can I go with you next time?”

			“My broth­er came over from Short Creek to­day. He has been to Fort Pitt,” in­ter­posed Mrs. Zane. As she was speak­ing a tap sound­ed on the door, which, be­ing opened by Bet­ty, dis­closed Cap­tain Bog­gs, his daugh­ter Ly­dia, and Ma­jor Samuel Mc­Col­loch, the broth­er of Mrs. Zane.

			“Ah, Colonel! I ex­pect­ed to find you at home tonight. The weath­er has been mis­er­able for hunt­ing and it is not get­ting any bet­ter. The wind is blow­ing from the north­west and a storm is com­ing,” said Cap­tain Bog­gs, a fine, sol­dier­ly look­ing man.

			“Hel­lo, Cap­tain! How are you? Sam, I have not had the plea­sure of see­ing you for a long time,” replied Colonel Zane, as he shook hands with his guests.

			Ma­jor Mc­Col­loch was the el­dest of the broth­ers of that name. As an In­di­an killer he ranked next to the in­trepid Wet­zel; but while Wet­zel pre­ferred to take his chances alone and track the In­di­ans through the un­trod­den wilds, Mc­Col­loch was a lead­er of ex­pe­di­tions against the sav­ages. A gi­ant in stature, mas­sive in build, bronzed and beard­ed, he looked the typ­i­cal fron­tiers­man. His blue eyes were like those of his sis­ter and his voice had the same pleas­ant ring.

			“Ma­jor Mc­Col­loch, do you re­mem­ber me?” asked Bet­ty.

			“In­deed I do,” he an­swered, with a smile. “You were a lit­tle girl, run­ning wild, on the Po­tomac when I last saw you!”

			“Do you re­mem­ber when you used to lift me on your horse and give me lessons in rid­ing?”

			“I re­mem­ber bet­ter than you. How you used to stick on the back of that horse was a mys­tery to me.”

			“Well, I shall be ready soon to go on with those lessons in rid­ing. I have heard of your won­der­ful leap over the hill and I should like to have you tell me all about it. Of all the sto­ries I have heard since I ar­rived at Fort Hen­ry, the one of your ride and leap for life is the most won­der­ful.”

			“Yes, Sam, she will both­er you to death about that ride, and will try to give you lessons in leap­ing down precipices. I should not be at all sur­prised to find her try­ing to du­pli­cate your feat. You know the In­di­an pony I got from that fur trad­er last sum­mer. Well, he is as wild as a deer and she has been rid­ing him with­out his be­ing bro­ken,” said Colonel Zane.

			“Some oth­er time I shall tell you about my jump over the hill. Just now I have im­por­tant mat­ters to dis­cuss,” an­swered the Ma­jor to Bet­ty.

			It was ev­i­dent that some­thing un­usu­al had oc­curred, for af­ter chat­ting a few mo­ments the three men with­drew in­to the mag­a­zine room and con­versed in low, earnest tones.

			Ly­dia Bog­gs was eigh­teen, fair haired and blue eyed. Like Bet­ty she had re­ceived a good ed­u­ca­tion, and, in that re­spect, was su­pe­ri­or to the bor­der girls, who sel­dom knew more than to keep house and to make linen. At the out­break of the In­di­an wars Gen­er­al Clark had sta­tioned Cap­tain Bog­gs at Fort Hen­ry and Ly­dia had lived there with him two years. Af­ter Bet­ty’s ar­rival, which she hailed with de­light, the girls had be­come fast friends.

			Ly­dia slipped her arm af­fec­tion­ate­ly around Bet­ty’s neck and said, “Why did you not come over to the Fort to­day?”

			“It has been such an ug­ly day, so dis­agree­able al­to­geth­er, that I have re­mained in­doors.”

			“You missed some­thing,” said Ly­dia, know­ing­ly.

			“What do you mean? What did I miss?”

			“Oh, per­haps, af­ter all, it will not in­ter­est you.”

			“How pro­vok­ing! Of course it will. Any­thing or any­body would in­ter­est me tonight. Do tell me, please.”

			“It isn’t much. On­ly a young sol­dier came over with Ma­jor Mc­Col­loch.”

			“A sol­dier? From Fort Pitt? Do I know him? I have met most of the of­fi­cers.”

			“No, you have nev­er seen him. He is a stranger to all of us.”

			“There does not seem to be so much in your news,” said Bet­ty, in a dis­ap­point­ed tone. “To be sure, strangers are a rar­i­ty in our lit­tle vil­lage, but, judg­ing from the strangers who have vis­it­ed us in the past, I imag­ine this one can­not be much dif­fer­ent.”

			“Wait un­til you see him,” said Ly­dia, with a se­ri­ous lit­tle nod of her head.

			“Come, tell me all about him,” said Bet­ty, now much in­ter­est­ed.

			“Ma­jor Mc­Col­loch brought him in to see pa­pa, and he was in­tro­duced to me. He is a south­ern­er and from one of those old fam­i­lies. I could tell by his cool, easy, al­most reck­less air. He is hand­some, tall and fair, and his face is frank and open. He has such beau­ti­ful man­ners. He bowed low to me and re­al­ly I felt so em­bar­rassed that I hard­ly spoke. You know I am used to these big hunters seiz­ing your hand and giv­ing it a squeeze which makes you want to scream. Well, this young man is dif­fer­ent. He is a cav­a­lier. All the girls are in love with him al­ready. So will you be.”

			“I? In­deed not. But how re­fresh­ing. You must have been strong­ly im­pressed to see and re­mem­ber all you have told me.”

			“Bet­ty Zane, I re­mem­ber so well be­cause he is just the man you de­scribed one day when we were build­ing cas­tles and telling each oth­er what kind of a hero we want­ed.”

			“Girls, do not talk such non­sense,” in­ter­rupt­ed the Colonel’s wife who was per­turbed by the col­lo­quy in the oth­er room. She had seen those omi­nous signs be­fore. “Can you find noth­ing bet­ter to talk about?”

			Mean­while Colonel Zane and his com­pan­ions were earnest­ly dis­cussing cer­tain in­for­ma­tion which had ar­rived that day. A friend­ly In­di­an run­ner had brought news to Short Creek, a set­tle­ment on the riv­er be­tween Fort Hen­ry and Fort Pitt, of an in­tend­ed raid by the In­di­ans all along the Ohio val­ley. Ma­jor Mc­Col­loch, who had been warned by Wet­zel of the fever of un­rest among the In­di­ans—a fever which broke out ev­ery spring—had gone to Fort Pitt with the hope of bring­ing back re­in­force­ments, but, ex­cept­ing the young sol­dier, who had vol­un­teered to re­turn with him, no help could he en­list, so he jour­neyed back posthaste to Fort Hen­ry.

			The in­for­ma­tion he brought dis­turbed Cap­tain Bog­gs, who com­mand­ed the gar­ri­son, as a num­ber of men were away on a log­ging ex­pe­di­tion up the riv­er, and were not ex­pect­ed to raft down to the Fort for two weeks.

			Jonathan Zane, who had been sent for, joined the trio at this mo­ment, and was ac­quaint­ed with the par­tic­u­lars. The Zane broth­ers were al­ways con­sult­ed where any ques­tion con­cern­ing In­di­an craft and cun­ning was to be de­cid­ed. Colonel Zane had a strong friend­ly in­flu­ence with cer­tain tribes, and his ad­vice was in­valu­able. Jonathan Zane hat­ed the sight of an In­di­an and ex­cept for his knowl­edge as a scout, or In­di­an track­er or fight­er, he was of lit­tle use in a coun­cil. Colonel Zane in­formed the men of the fact that Wet­zel and he had dis­cov­ered In­di­an tracks with­in ten miles of the Fort, and he dwelt par­tic­u­lar­ly on the dis­ap­pear­ance of Wet­zel.

			“Now, you can de­pend on what I say. There are Wyan­dots in force on the war path. Wet­zel told me to dig for the Fort and he left me in a hur­ry. We were near that cran­ber­ry bog over at the foot of Bald moun­tain. I do not be­lieve we shall be at­tacked. In my opin­ion the In­di­ans would come up from the west and keep to the high ridges along Yel­low creek. They al­ways come that way. But of course, it is best to know sure­ly, and I dare­say Lew will come in tonight or to­mor­row with the facts. In the mean­time put out some scouts back in the woods and let Jonathan and the Ma­jor watch the riv­er.”

			“I hope Wet­zel will come in,” said the Ma­jor. “We can trust him to know more about the In­di­ans than any­one. It was a week be­fore you and he went hunt­ing that I saw him. I went to Fort Pitt and tried to bring over some men, but the gar­ri­son is short and they need men as much as we do. A young sol­dier named Clarke vol­un­teered to come and I brought him along with me. He has not seen any In­di­an fight­ing, but he is a like­ly look­ing chap, and I guess will do. Cap­tain Bog­gs will give him a place in the block­house if you say so.”

			“By all means. We shall be glad to have him,” said Colonel Zane.

			“It would not be so se­ri­ous if I had not sent the men up the riv­er,” said Cap­tain Bog­gs, in anx­ious tones. “Do you think it pos­si­ble they might have fall­en in with the In­di­ans?”

			“It is pos­si­ble, of course, but not prob­a­ble,” an­swered Colonel Zane. “The In­di­ans are all across the Ohio. Wet­zel is over there and he will get here long be­fore they do.”

			“I hope it may be as you say. I have much con­fi­dence in your judg­ment,” re­turned Cap­tain Bog­gs. “I shall put out scouts and take all the pre­cau­tion pos­si­ble. We must re­turn now. Come, Ly­dia.”

			“Whew! What an aw­ful night this is go­ing to be,” said Colonel Zane, when he had closed the door af­ter his guests’ de­par­ture. “I should not care to sleep out tonight.”

			“Eb, what will Lew Wet­zel do on a night like this?” asked Bet­ty, cu­ri­ous­ly.

			“Oh, Lew will be as snug as a rab­bit in his bur­row,” said Colonel Zane, laugh­ing. “In a few mo­ments he can build a birch bark shack, start a fire in­side and go to sleep com­fort­ably.”

			“Ebenez­er, what is all this con­fab about? What did my broth­er tell you?” asked Mrs. Zane, anx­ious­ly.

			“We are in for more trou­ble from the Wyan­dots and Shawnees. But, Bessie, I don’t be­lieve it will come soon. We are too well pro­tect­ed here for any­thing but a pro­tract­ed siege.”

			Colonel Zane’s light and rather eva­sive an­swer did not de­ceive his wife. She knew her broth­er and her hus­band would not wear anx­ious faces for noth­ing. Her usu­al­ly bright face cloud­ed with a look of dis­tress. She had seen enough of In­di­an war­fare to make her shud­der with hor­ror at the mere thought. Bet­ty seemed un­con­cerned. She sat down be­side the dog and pat­ted him on the head.

			“Tige, In­di­ans! In­di­ans!” she said.

			The dog growled and showed his teeth. It was on­ly nec­es­sary to men­tion In­di­ans to arouse his ire.

			“The dog has been un­easy of late,” con­tin­ued Colonel Zane. “He found the In­di­an tracks be­fore Wet­zel did. You know how Tige hates In­di­ans. Ev­er since he came home with Isaac four years ago he has been of great ser­vice to the scouts, as he pos­sess­es so much in­tel­li­gence and sagac­i­ty. Tige fol­lowed Isaac home the last time he es­caped from the Wyan­dots. When Isaac was in cap­tiv­i­ty he nursed and cared for the dog af­ter he had been bru­tal­ly beat­en by the red­skins. Have you ev­er heard that long mourn­ful howl Tige gives out some­times in the dead of night?”

			“Yes I have, and it makes me cov­er up my head,” said Bet­ty.

			“Well, it is Tige mourn­ing for Isaac,” said Colonel Zane.

			“Poor Isaac,” mur­mured Bet­ty.

			“Do you re­mem­ber him? It has been nine years since you saw him,” said Mrs. Zane.

			“Re­mem­ber Isaac? In­deed I do. I shall nev­er for­get him. I won­der if he is still liv­ing?”

			“Prob­a­bly not. It is now four years since he was re­cap­tured. I think it would have been im­pos­si­ble to keep him that length of time, un­less, of course, he has mar­ried that In­di­an girl. The sim­plic­i­ty of the In­di­an na­ture is re­mark­able. He could eas­i­ly have de­ceived them and made them be­lieve he was con­tent in cap­tiv­i­ty. Prob­a­bly, in at­tempt­ing to es­cape again, he has been killed as was poor An­drew.”

			Broth­er and sis­ter gazed with dark, sad eyes in­to the fire, now burned down to a glow­ing bed of coals. The si­lence re­mained un­bro­ken save for the moan of the ris­ing wind out­side, the rat­tle of hail, and the pat­ter of rain drops on the roof.

		
	
		
			II

			Fort Hen­ry stood on a bluff over­look­ing the riv­er and com­mand­ed a fine view of the sur­round­ing coun­try. In shape it was a par­al­lel­o­gram, be­ing about three hun­dred and fifty-six feet in length, and one hun­dred and fifty in width. Sur­round­ed by a stock­ade fence twelve feet high, with a yard wide walk run­ning around the in­side, and with bas­tions at each cor­ner large enough to con­tain six de­fend­ers, the fort pre­sent­ed an al­most im­preg­nable de­fense. The block­house was two sto­ries in height, the sec­ond sto­ry pro­ject­ing out sev­er­al feet over the first. The thick white oak walls bris­tled with port­holes. Be­sides the block­house, there were a num­ber of cab­ins lo­cat­ed with­in the stock­ade. Wells had been sunk in­side the en­clo­sure, so that if the spring hap­pened to go dry, an abun­dance of good wa­ter could be had at all times.

			In all the his­to­ries of fron­tier life men­tion is made of the forts and the pro­tec­tion they of­fered in time of sav­age war­fare. These forts were used as homes for the set­tlers, who of­ten lived for weeks in­side the walls.

			Forts con­struct­ed en­tire­ly of wood with­out the aid of a nail or spike (for the good rea­son that these things could not be had) may seem in­signif­i­cant in these days of great naval and mil­i­tary gar­risons. How­ev­er, they an­swered the pur­pose at that time and served to pro­tect many an in­fant set­tle­ment from the sav­age at­tacks of In­di­an tribes. Dur­ing a siege of Fort Hen­ry, which had oc­curred about a year pre­vi­ous, the set­tlers would have lost scarce­ly a man had they kept to the fort. But Cap­tain Ogle, at that time in charge of the gar­ri­son, had led a com­pa­ny out in search of the In­di­ans. Near­ly all of his men were killed, sev­er­al on­ly mak­ing their way to the fort.

			On the day fol­low­ing Ma­jor Mc­Col­loch’s ar­rival at Fort Hen­ry, the set­tlers had been called in from their spring plow­ing and oth­er labors, and were now busi­ly en­gaged in mov­ing their stock and the things they wished to save from the de­struc­tive torch of the red­skin. The wom­en had their hands full with the chil­dren, the clean­ing of ri­fles and mold­ing of bul­lets, and the thou­sand and one things the stern­er tasks of their hus­bands had left them. Ma­jor Mc­Col­loch, Jonathan and Silas Zane, ear­ly in the day, had tak­en dif­fer­ent di­rec­tions along the riv­er to keep a sharp look­out for signs of the en­e­my. Colonel Zane in­tend­ed to stay in his own house and de­fend it, so he had not moved any­thing to the fort ex­cept­ing his hors­es and cat­tle. Old Sam, the ne­gro, was haul­ing loads of hay in­side the stock­ade. Cap­tain Bog­gs had de­tailed sev­er­al scouts to watch the roads and one of these was the young man, Clarke, who had ac­com­pa­nied the Ma­jor from Fort Pitt.

			The ap­pear­ance of Al­fred Clarke, de­spite the fact that he wore the reg­u­la­tion hunt­ing garb, in­di­cat­ed a young man to whom the hard work and pri­va­tion of the set­tler were un­ac­cus­tomed things. So thought the pi­o­neers who no­ticed his grace­ful walk, his fair skin and smooth hands. Yet those who care­ful­ly stud­ied his clearcut fea­tures were fa­vor­ably im­pressed; the wom­en, by the di­rect, hon­est gaze of his blue eyes and the ab­sence of un­gen­tle lines in his face; the men, by the good na­ture, and that in­de­fin­able some­thing by which a man marks an­oth­er as true steel.

			He brought noth­ing with him from Fort Pitt ex­cept his horse, a black-coat­ed, fine limbed thor­ough­bred, which he frankly con­fessed was all he could call his own. When ask­ing Colonel Zane to give him a po­si­tion in the gar­ri­son he said he was a Vir­gini­an and had been ed­u­cat­ed in Phil­a­del­phia; that af­ter his fa­ther died his moth­er mar­ried again, and this, to­geth­er with a nat­u­ral love of ad­ven­ture, had in­duced him to run away and seek his for­tune with the hardy pi­o­neer and the cun­ning sav­age of the bor­der. Be­yond a few months’ ser­vice un­der Gen­er­al Clark he knew noth­ing of fron­tier life; but he was tired of idle­ness; he was strong and not afraid of work, and he could learn. Colonel Zane, who prid­ed him­self on his judg­ment of char­ac­ter, took a lik­ing to the young man at once, and giv­ing him a ri­fle and ac­cou­trements, told him the bor­der need­ed young men of pluck and fire, and that if he brought a strong hand and a will­ing heart he could sure­ly find for­tune. Pos­si­bly if Al­fred Clarke could have been told of the fate in store for him he might have mount­ed his black steed and have placed miles be­tween him and the fron­tier vil­lage; but, as there were none to tell, he went cheer­ful­ly out to meet that fate.

			On this bright spring morn­ing he pa­trolled the road lead­ing along the edge of the clear­ing, which was dis­tant a quar­ter of a mile from the fort. He kept a keen eye on the op­po­site side of the riv­er, as he had been di­rect­ed. From the up­per end of the is­land, al­most straight across from where he stood, the riv­er took a broad turn, which could not be ob­served from the fort win­dows. The riv­er was high from the re­cent rains and brush heaps and logs and de­bris of all de­scrip­tions were float­ing down with the swift cur­rent. Rab­bits and oth­er small an­i­mals, which had prob­a­bly been sur­round­ed on some is­land and com­pelled to take to the brush or drown, crouched on float­ing logs and piles of drift­wood. Hap­pen­ing to glance down the road, Clarke saw a horse gal­lop­ing in his di­rec­tion. At first he thought it was a mes­sen­ger for him­self, but as it neared him he saw that the horse was an In­di­an pony and the rid­er a young girl, whose long, black hair was fly­ing in the wind.

			“Hel­lo! I won­der what the deuce this is? Looks like an In­di­an girl,” said Clarke to him­self. “She rides well, who­ev­er she may be.”

			He stepped be­hind a clump of lau­rel bush­es near the road­side and wait­ed. Rapid­ly the horse and rid­er ap­proached him. When they were but a few paces dis­tant he sprang out and, as the pony shied and reared at sight of him, he clutched the bri­dle and pulled the pony’s head down. Look­ing up he en­coun­tered the as­ton­ished and be­wil­dered gaze from a pair of the pret­ti­est dark eyes it had ev­er been his for­tune, or mis­for­tune, to look in­to.

			Bet­ty, for it was she, looked at the young man in amaze­ment, while Al­fred was even more sur­prised and dis­con­cert­ed. For a mo­ment they looked at each oth­er in si­lence. But Bet­ty, who was scarce­ly ev­er at a loss for words, present­ly found her voice.

			“Well, sir! What does this mean?” she asked in­dig­nant­ly.

			“It means that you must turn around and go back to the fort,” an­swered Al­fred, al­so re­cov­er­ing him­self.

			Now Bet­ty’s fa­vorite ride hap­pened to be along this road. It lay along the top of the bluff a mile or more and af­ford­ed a fine un­ob­struct­ed view of the riv­er. Bet­ty had ei­ther not heard of the Cap­tain’s or­der, that no one was to leave the fort, or she had dis­re­gard­ed it al­to­geth­er; prob­a­bly the lat­ter, as she gen­er­al­ly did what suit­ed her fan­cy.

			“Re­lease my pony’s head!” she cried, her face flush­ing, as she gave a jerk to the reins. “How dare you? What right have you to de­tain me?”

			The ex­pres­sion Bet­ty saw on Clarke’s face was not new to her, for she re­mem­bered hav­ing seen it on the faces of young gen­tle­men whom she had met at her aunt’s house in Phil­a­del­phia. It was the slight, pro­vok­ing smile of the man fa­mil­iar with the var­i­ous moods of young wom­en, the ex­pres­sion of an amused con­tempt for their im­pe­ri­ous­ness. But it was not that which an­gered Bet­ty. It was the cool­ness with which he still held her pony re­gard­less of her com­mands.

			“Pray do not get ex­cit­ed,” he said. “I am sor­ry I can­not al­low such a pret­ty lit­tle girl to have her own way. I shall hold your pony un­til you say you will go back to the fort.”

			“Sir!” ex­claimed Bet­ty, blush­ing a bright red. “You—you are im­per­ti­nent!”

			“Not at all,” an­swered Al­fred, with a pleas­ant laugh. “I am sure I do not in­tend to be. Cap­tain Bog­gs did not ac­quaint me with full par­tic­u­lars or I might have de­clined my present oc­cu­pa­tion: not, how­ev­er, that it is not agree­able just at this mo­ment. He should have men­tioned the dan­ger of my be­ing run down by In­di­an ponies and im­pe­ri­ous young ladies.”

			“Will you let go of that bri­dle, or shall I get off and walk back for as­sis­tance?” said Bet­ty, get­ting an­gri­er ev­ery mo­ment.

			“Go back to the fort at once,” or­dered Al­fred, au­thor­i­ta­tive­ly. “Cap­tain Bog­gs’s or­ders are that no one shall be al­lowed to leave the clear­ing.”

			“Oh! Why did you not say so? I thought you were Si­mon Gir­ty, or a high­way­man. Was it nec­es­sary to keep me here all this time to ex­plain that you were on du­ty?”

			“You know some­times it is dif­fi­cult to ex­plain,” said Al­fred, “be­sides, the sit­u­a­tion had its charm. No, I am not a rob­ber, and I don’t be­lieve you thought so. I have on­ly thwart­ed a young la­dy’s whim, which I am aware is a great crime. I am very sor­ry. Good­bye.”

			Bet­ty gave him a with­er­ing glance from her black eyes, wheeled her pony and gal­loped away. A mel­low laugh was borne to her ears be­fore she got out of hear­ing, and again the red blood man­tled her cheeks.

			“Heav­ens! What a lit­tle beau­ty,” said Al­fred to him­self, as he watched the grace­ful rid­er dis­ap­pear. “What spir­it! Now, I won­der who she can be. She had on moc­casins and buck­skin gloves and her hair tum­bled like a tomboy’s, but she is no back­woods girl, I’ll bet on that. I’m afraid I was a lit­tle rude, but af­ter tak­ing such a stand I could not weak­en, es­pe­cial­ly be­fore such a haughty and dis­dain­ful lit­tle vix­en. It was too great a temp­ta­tion. What eyes she had! Con­trary to what I ex­pect­ed, this lit­tle fron­tier set­tle­ment bids fair to be­come in­ter­est­ing.”

			The af­ter­noon wore slow­ly away, and un­til late in the day noth­ing fur­ther hap­pened to dis­turb Al­fred’s med­i­ta­tions, which con­sist­ed chiefly of dif­fer­ent men­tal views and pic­tures of red lips and black eyes. Just as he de­cid­ed to re­turn to the fort for his sup­per he heard the bark­ing of a dog that he had seen run­ning along the road some mo­ments be­fore. The sound came from some dis­tance down the riv­er bank and near­er the fort. Walk­ing a few paces up the bluff Al­fred caught sight of a large black dog run­ning along the edge of the wa­ter. He would run in­to the wa­ter a few paces and then come out and dash along the shore. He barked fu­ri­ous­ly all the while. Al­fred con­clud­ed he must have been ex­cit­ed by a fox or per­haps a wolf; so he climbed down the steep bank and spoke to the dog. There­upon the dog barked loud­er and more fierce­ly than ev­er, ran to the wa­ter, looked out in­to the riv­er and then up at the man with al­most hu­man in­tel­li­gence.

			Al­fred un­der­stood. He glanced out over the mud­dy wa­ter, at first mak­ing out noth­ing but drift­wood. Then sud­den­ly he saw a log with an ob­ject cling­ing to it which he took to be a man, and an In­di­an at that. Al­fred raised his ri­fle to his shoul­der and was in the act of press­ing the trig­ger when he thought he heard a faint hal­loo. Look­ing clos­er, he found he was not cov­er­ing the smooth pol­ished head adorned with the small tuft of hair, pe­cu­liar to a red­skin on the warpath, but a head from which streamed long black hair.

			Al­fred low­ered his ri­fle and stud­ied in­tent­ly the log with its hu­man bur­den. Drift­ing with the cur­rent it grad­u­al­ly ap­proached the bank, and as it came near­er he saw that it bore a white man, who was hold­ing to the log with one hand and with the oth­er was mak­ing fee­ble strokes. He con­clud­ed the man was ei­ther wound­ed or near­ly drowned, for his move­ments were be­com­ing slow­er and weak­er ev­ery mo­ment. His white face lay against the log and bare­ly above wa­ter. Al­fred shout­ed en­cour­ag­ing words to him.

			At the bend of the riv­er a lit­tle rocky point jut­ted out a few yards in­to the wa­ter. As the cur­rent car­ried the log to­ward this point, Al­fred, af­ter di­vest­ing him­self of some of his cloth­ing, plunged in and pulled it to the shore. The pal­lid face of the man cling­ing to the log showed that he was near­ly ex­haust­ed, and that he had been res­cued in the nick of time. When Al­fred reached shoal wa­ter he slipped his arm around the man, who was un­able to stand, and car­ried him ashore.

			The res­cued man wore a buck­skin hunt­ing shirt and leg­gins and moc­casins of the same ma­te­ri­al, all very much the worse for wear. The leg­gins were torn in­to tat­ters and the moc­casins worn through. His face was pinched with suf­fer­ing and one arm was bleed­ing from a gun­shot wound near the shoul­der.

			“Can you not speak? Who are you?” asked Clarke, sup­port­ing the limp fig­ure.

			The man made sev­er­al ef­forts to an­swer, and fi­nal­ly said some­thing that to Al­fred sound­ed like “Zane,” then he fell to the ground un­con­scious.

			All this time the dog had act­ed in a most pe­cu­liar man­ner, and if Al­fred had not been so in­tent on the man he would have no­ticed the an­i­mal’s odd ma­neu­vers. He ran to and fro on the sandy beach; he scratched up the sand and peb­bles, send­ing them fly­ing in the air; he made short, fu­ri­ous dash­es; he jumped, whirled, and, at last, crawled close to the mo­tion­less fig­ure and licked its hand.

			Clarke re­al­ized that he would not be able to car­ry the inan­i­mate fig­ure, so he hur­ried­ly put on his clothes and set out on a run for Colonel Zane’s house. The first per­son whom he saw was the old ne­gro slave, who was brush­ing one of the Colonel’s hors­es.

			Sam was de­lib­er­ate and took his time about ev­ery­thing. He slow­ly looked up and sur­veyed Clarke with his rolling eyes. He did not rec­og­nize in him any­one he had ev­er seen be­fore, and be­ing of a sullen and tac­i­turn na­ture, es­pe­cial­ly with strangers, he seemed in no hur­ry to give the de­sired in­for­ma­tion as to Colonel Zane’s where­abouts.

			“Don’t stare at me that way, you damn nig­ger,” said Clarke, who was used to be­ing obeyed by ne­groes. “Quick, you id­iot. Where is the Colonel?”

			At that mo­ment Colonel Zane came out of the barn and start­ed to speak, when Clarke in­ter­rupt­ed him.

			“Colonel, I have just pulled a man out of the riv­er who says his name is Zane, or if he did not mean that, he knows you, for he sure­ly said ‘Zane.’ ”

			“What!” ejac­u­lat­ed the Colonel, let­ting his pipe fall from his mouth.

			Clarke re­lat­ed the cir­cum­stances in a few hur­ried words. Call­ing Sam they ran quick­ly down to the riv­er, where they found the pros­trate fig­ure as Clarke had left it, the dog still crouched close by.

			“My God! It is Isaac!” ex­claimed Colonel Zane, when he saw the white face. “Poor boy, he looks as if he were dead. Are you sure he spoke? Of course he must have spo­ken for you could not have known. Yes, his heart is still beat­ing.”

			Colonel Zane raised his head from the un­con­scious man’s breast, where he had laid it to lis­ten for the beat­ing heart.

			“Clarke, God bless you for sav­ing him,” said he fer­vent­ly. “It shall nev­er be for­got­ten. He is alive, and, I be­lieve, on­ly ex­haust­ed, for that wound amounts to lit­tle. Let us hur­ry.”

			“I did not save him. It was the dog,” Al­fred made haste to an­swer.

			They car­ried the drip­ping form to the house, where the door was opened by Mrs. Zane.

			“Oh, dear, an­oth­er poor man,” she said, pity­ing­ly. Then, as she saw his face, “Great Heav­ens, it is Isaac! Oh! don’t say he is dead!”

			“Yes, it is Isaac, and he is worth any num­ber of dead men yet,” said Colonel Zane, as they laid the in­sen­si­ble man on the couch. “Bessie, there is work here for you. He has been shot.”

			“Is there any oth­er wound be­side this one in his arm?” asked Mrs. Zane, ex­am­in­ing it.

			“I do not think so, and that in­jury is not se­ri­ous. It is loss of blood, ex­po­sure and star­va­tion. Clarke, will you please run over to Cap­tain Bog­gs and tell Bet­ty to hur­ry home? Sam, you get a blan­ket and warm it by the fire. That’s right, Bessie, bring the whiskey,” and Colonel Zane went on giv­ing or­ders.

			Al­fred did not know in the least who Bet­ty was, but, as he thought that unim­por­tant, he start­ed off on a run for the fort. He had a vague idea that Bet­ty was the ser­vant, pos­si­bly Sam’s wife, or some one of the Colonel’s sev­er­al slaves.

			Let us re­turn to Bet­ty. As she wheeled her pony and rode away from the scene of her ad­ven­ture on the riv­er bluff, her state of mind can be more read­i­ly imag­ined than de­scribed. Bet­ty hat­ed op­po­si­tion of any kind, whether jus­ti­fi­able or not; she want­ed her own way, and when pre­vent­ed from do­ing as she pleased she in­vari­ably got an­gry. To be or­dered and com­pelled to give up her ride, and that by a stranger, was in­tol­er­a­ble. To make it all the worse this stranger had been de­cid­ed­ly flip­pant. He had fa­mil­iar­ly spo­ken to her as “a pret­ty lit­tle girl.” Not on­ly that, which was a great of­fense, but he had stared at her, and she had a con­fused rec­ol­lec­tion of a gaze in which ad­mi­ra­tion had been ill dis­guised. Of course, it was that sol­dier Ly­dia had been telling her about. Strangers were of so rare an oc­cur­rence in the lit­tle vil­lage that it was not prob­a­ble there could be more than one.

			Ap­proach­ing the house she met her broth­er who told her she had bet­ter go in­doors and let Sam put up the pony. Ac­cord­ing­ly, Bet­ty called the ne­gro, and then went in­to the house. Bessie had gone to the fort with the chil­dren. Bet­ty found no one to talk to, so she tried to read. Find­ing she could not be­come in­ter­est­ed she threw the book aside and took up her em­broi­dery. This al­so turned out a use­less ef­fort; she got the linen hope­less­ly twist­ed and tan­gled, and present­ly she tossed this up­on the ta­ble. Throw­ing her shawl over her shoul­ders, for it was now late in the af­ter­noon and grow­ing chilly, she walked down­stairs and out in­to the yard. She strolled aim­less­ly to and fro awhile, and then went over to the fort and in­to Cap­tain Bog­gs’s house, which ad­joined the block­house. Here she found Ly­dia pre­par­ing flax.

			“I saw you rac­ing by on your pony. Good­ness, how you can ride! I should be afraid of break­ing my neck,” ex­claimed Ly­dia, as Bet­ty en­tered.

			“My ride was spoiled,” said Bet­ty, petu­lant­ly.

			“Spoiled? By what—whom?”

			“By a man, of course,” re­tort­ed Bet­ty, whose tem­per still was high. “It is al­ways a man that spoils ev­ery­thing.”

			“Why, Bet­ty, what in the world do you mean? I nev­er heard you talk that way,” said Ly­dia, open­ing her blue eyes in as­ton­ish­ment.

			“Well, Lyde, I’ll tell you. I was rid­ing down the riv­er road and just as I came to the end of the clear­ing a man jumped out from be­hind some bush­es and grasped Mad­cap’s bri­dle. Imag­ine! For a mo­ment I was fright­ened out of my wits. I in­stant­ly thought of the Gir­tys, who, I have heard, have evinced a fond­ness for kid­nap­ping lit­tle girls. Then the fel­low said he was on guard and or­dered me, ac­tu­al­ly com­mand­ed me to go home.”

			“Oh, is that all?” said Ly­dia, laugh­ing.

			“No, that is not all. He—he said I was a pret­ty lit­tle girl and that he was sor­ry I could not have my own way; that his present oc­cu­pa­tion was pleas­ant, and that the sit­u­a­tion had its charm. The very idea. He was most im­per­ti­nent,” and Bet­ty’s tell­tale cheeks red­dened again at the rec­ol­lec­tion.

			“Bet­ty, I do not think your ex­pe­ri­ence was so dread­ful, cer­tain­ly noth­ing to put you out as it has,” said Ly­dia, laugh­ing mer­ri­ly. “Be se­ri­ous. You know we are out in the back­woods now and must not ex­pect so much of the men. These rough bor­der men know lit­tle of re­fine­ment like that with which you have been fa­mil­iar. Some of them are qui­et and nev­er speak un­less ad­dressed; their sim­plic­i­ty is re­mark­able; Lew Wet­zel and your broth­er Jonathan, when they are not fight­ing In­di­ans, are ex­am­ples. On the oth­er hand, some of them are bois­ter­ous and if they get any­thing to drink they will make trou­ble for you. Why, I went to a par­ty one night af­ter I had been here on­ly a few weeks and they played a game in which ev­ery man in the place kissed me.”

			“Gra­cious! Please tell me when any such games are like­ly to be pro­posed and I’ll stay home,” said Bet­ty.

			“I have learned to get along very well by sim­ply mak­ing the best of it,” con­tin­ued Ly­dia. “And to tell the truth, I have learned to re­spect these rugged fel­lows. They are un­couth; they have no man­ners, but their hearts are hon­est and true, and that is of much greater im­por­tance in fron­tiers­men than the lit­tle at­ten­tions and cour­te­sies up­on which wom­en are apt to lay too much stress.”

			“I think you speak sen­si­bly and I shall try and be more rea­son­able here­after. But, to re­turn to the man who spoiled my ride. He, at least, is no fron­tiers­man, not­with­stand­ing his gun and his buck­skin suit. He is an ed­u­cat­ed man. His man­ner and ac­cent showed that. Then he looked at me so dif­fer­ent­ly. I know it was that sol­dier from Fort Pitt.”

			“Mr. Clarke? Why, of course!” ex­claimed Ly­dia, clap­ping her hands in glee. “How stupid of me!”

			“You seem to be amused,” said Bet­ty, frown­ing.

			“Oh, Bet­ty, it is such a good joke.”

			“Is it? I fail to see it.”

			“But I can. I am very much amused. You see, I heard Mr. Clarke say, af­ter pa­pa told him there were lots of pret­ty girls here, that he usu­al­ly suc­ceed­ed in find­ing those things out and with­out any as­sis­tance. And the very first day he has met you and made you an­gry. It is de­light­ful.”

			“Lyde, I nev­er knew you could be so hor­rid.”

			“It is ev­i­dent that Mr. Clarke is not on­ly dis­cern­ing, but not back­ward in ex­press­ing his thoughts. Bet­ty, I see a ro­mance.”

			“Don’t be ridicu­lous,” re­tort­ed Bet­ty, with an an­gry blush. “Of course, he had a right to stop me, and per­haps he did me a good turn by keep­ing me in­side the clear­ing, though I can­not imag­ine why he hid be­hind the bush­es. But he might have been po­lite. He made me an­gry. He was so cool and—and—”

			“I see,” in­ter­rupt­ed Ly­dia, teas­ing­ly. “He failed to rec­og­nize your im­por­tance.”

			“Non­sense, Ly­dia. I hope you do not think I am a sil­ly lit­tle fool. It is on­ly that I have not been ac­cus­tomed to that kind of treat­ment, and I will not have it.”

			Ly­dia was rather pleased that some­one had ap­peared on the scene who did not at once bow down be­fore Bet­ty, and there­fore she took the young man’s side of the ar­gu­ment.

			“Do not be hard on poor Mr. Clarke. Maybe he mis­took you for an In­di­an girl. He is hand­some. I am sure you saw that.”

			“Oh, I don’t re­mem­ber how he looked,” said Bet­ty. She did re­mem­ber, but would not ad­mit it.

			The con­ver­sa­tion drift­ed in­to oth­er chan­nels af­ter this, and soon twi­light came steal­ing down on them. As Bet­ty rose to go there came a hur­ried tap on the door.

			“I won­der who would knock like that,” said Ly­dia, ris­ing. “Bet­ty, wait a mo­ment while I open the door.”

			On do­ing this she dis­cov­ered Clarke stand­ing on the step with his cap in his hand.

			“Why, Mr. Clarke! Will you come in?” ex­claimed Ly­dia.

			“Thank you, on­ly for a mo­ment,” said Al­fred. “I can­not stay. I came to find Bet­ty. Is she here?”

			He had not ob­served Bet­ty, who had stepped back in­to the shad­ow of the dark­en­ing room. At his ques­tion Ly­dia be­came so em­bar­rassed she did not know what to say or do, and stood look­ing help­less­ly at him.

			But Bet­ty was equal to the oc­ca­sion. At the men­tion of her first name in such a fa­mil­iar man­ner by this stranger, who had al­ready griev­ous­ly of­fend­ed her once be­fore that day, Bet­ty stood per­fect­ly still a mo­ment, speech­less with sur­prise, then she stepped quick­ly out of the shad­ow.

			Clarke turned as he heard her step and looked straight in­to a pair of dark, scorn­ful eyes and a face pale with anger.

			“If it be nec­es­sary that you use my name, and I do not see how that can be pos­si­ble, will you please have cour­tesy enough to say Miss Zane?” she cried haugh­ti­ly.

			Ly­dia re­cov­ered her com­po­sure suf­fi­cient­ly to fal­ter out:

			“Bet­ty, al­low me to in­tro­duce—”

			“Do not trou­ble your­self, Ly­dia. I have met this per­son once be­fore to­day, and I do not care for an in­tro­duc­tion.”

			When Al­fred found him­self gaz­ing in­to the face that had haunt­ed him all the af­ter­noon, he for­got for the mo­ment all about his er­rand. He was fi­nal­ly brought to a re­al­iza­tion of the true state of af­fairs by Ly­dia’s words.

			“Mr. Clarke, you are all wet. What has hap­pened?” she ex­claimed, notic­ing the wa­ter drip­ping from his gar­ments.

			Sud­den­ly a light broke in on Al­fred. So the girl he had ac­cost­ed on the road and “Bet­ty” were one and the same per­son. His face flushed. He felt that his rude­ness on that oc­ca­sion may have mer­it­ed cen­sure, but that it had not jus­ti­fied the hu­mil­i­a­tion she had put up­on him.

			These two per­sons, so strange­ly brought to­geth­er, and on whom Fate had made her in­scrutable de­signs, looked steadi­ly in­to each oth­er’s eyes. What mys­te­ri­ous force thrilled through Al­fred Clarke and made Bet­ty Zane trem­ble?

			“Miss Bog­gs, I am twice un­for­tu­nate,” said Al­fred, tun­ing to Ly­dia, and there was an earnest ring in his deep voice. “This time I am in­deed blame­less. I have just left Colonel Zane’s house, where there has been an ac­ci­dent, and I was dis­patched to find ‘Bet­ty,’ be­ing en­tire­ly ig­no­rant as to who she might be. Colonel Zane did not stop to ex­plain. Miss Zane is need­ed at the house, that is all.”

			And with­out so much as a glance at Bet­ty he bowed low to Ly­dia and then strode out of the open door.

			“What did he say?” asked Bet­ty, in a small trem­bling voice, all her anger and re­sent­ment van­ished.

			“There has been an ac­ci­dent. He did not say what or to whom. You must hur­ry home. Oh, Bet­ty, I hope no one has been hurt! And you were very un­kind to Mr. Clarke. I am sure he is a gen­tle­man, and you might have wait­ed a mo­ment to learn what he meant.”

			Bet­ty did not an­swer, but flew out of the door and down the path to the gate of the fort. She was al­most breath­less when she reached Colonel Zane’s house, and hes­i­tat­ed on the step be­fore en­ter­ing. Sum­mon­ing her courage she pushed open the door. The first thing that struck her af­ter the bright light was the pun­gent odor of strong lin­i­ment. She saw sev­er­al wom­en neigh­bors whis­per­ing to­geth­er. Ma­jor Mc­Col­loch and Jonathan Zane were stand­ing by a couch over which Mrs. Zane was bend­ing. Colonel Zane sat at the foot of the couch. Bet­ty saw this in the first rapid glance, and then, as the Colonel’s wife moved aside, she saw a pros­trate fig­ure, a white face and dark eyes that smiled at her.

			“Bet­ty,” came in a low voice from those pale lips.

			Her heart leaped and then seemed to cease beat­ing. Many long years had passed since she had heard that voice, but it had nev­er been for­got­ten. It was the best beloved voice of her child­hood, and with it came the sweet mem­o­ries of her broth­er and play­mate. With a cry of joy she fell on her knees be­side him and threw her arms around his neck.

			“Oh, Isaac, broth­er, broth­er!” she cried, as she kissed him again and again. “Can it re­al­ly be you? Oh, it is too good to be true! Thank God! I have prayed and prayed that you would be re­stored to us.”

			Then she be­gan to cry and laugh at the same time in that strange way in which a wom­an re­lieves a heart too full of joy.

			“Yes, Bet­ty. It is all that is left of me,” he said, run­ning his hand ca­ress­ing­ly over the dark head that lay on his breast.

			“Bet­ty, you must not ex­cite him,” said Colonel Zane.

			“So you have not for­got­ten me?” whis­pered Isaac.

			“No, in­deed, Isaac. I have nev­er for­got­ten,” an­swered Bet­ty, soft­ly. “On­ly last night I spoke of you and won­dered if you were liv­ing. And now you are here. Oh, I am so hap­py!” The quiv­er­ing lips and the dark eyes bright with tears spoke elo­quent­ly of her joy.

			“Ma­jor, will you tell Cap­tain Bog­gs to come over af­ter sup­per? Isaac will be able to talk a lit­tle by then, and he has some news of the In­di­ans,” said Colonel Zane.

			“And ask the young man who saved my life to come that I may thank him,” said Isaac.

			“Saved your life?” ex­claimed Bet­ty, turn­ing to her broth­er, in sur­prise, while a dark red flush spread over her face. A hu­mil­i­at­ing thought had flashed in­to her mind.

			“Saved his life, of course,” said Colonel Zane, an­swer­ing for Isaac. “Young Clarke pulled him out of the riv­er. Didn’t he tell you?”

			“No,” said Bet­ty, rather faint­ly.

			“Well, he is a mod­est young fel­low. He saved Isaac’s life, there is no doubt of that. You will hear all about it af­ter sup­per. Don’t make Isaac talk any more at present.”

			Bet­ty hid her face on Isaac’s shoul­der and re­mained qui­et a few mo­ments; then, ris­ing, she kissed his cheek and went qui­et­ly to her room. Once there she threw her­self on the bed and tried to think. The events of the day, com­ing af­ter a long string of mo­not­o­nous, weary­ing days, had been con­fus­ing; they had suc­ceed­ed one an­oth­er in such rapid or­der as to leave no time for re­flec­tion. The meet­ing by the riv­er with the rude but in­ter­est­ing stranger; the shock to her dig­ni­ty; Ly­dia’s kind­ly ad­vice; the stranger again, this time emerg­ing from the dark depths of dis­grace in­to the lu­mi­nous light as the hero of her broth­er’s res­cue—all these thoughts jum­bled in her mind mak­ing it dif­fi­cult for her to think clear­ly. But af­ter a time one thing forced it­self up­on her. She could not help be­ing con­scious that she had wronged some­one to whom she would be for­ev­er in­debt­ed. Noth­ing could al­ter that. She was un­der an eter­nal obli­ga­tion to the man who had saved the life she loved best on earth. She had un­just­ly scorned and in­sult­ed the man to whom she owed the life of her broth­er.

			Bet­ty was pas­sion­ate and quick-tem­pered, but she was gen­er­ous and ten­der­heart­ed as well, and when she re­al­ized how un­kind and cru­el she had been she felt very mis­er­able. Her po­si­tion ad­mit­ted of no re­treat. No mat­ter how much pride re­belled; no mat­ter how much she dis­liked to re­tract any­thing she had said, she knew no oth­er course lay open to her. She would have to apol­o­gize to Mr. Clarke. How could she? What would she say? She re­mem­bered how cold and stern his face had been as he turned from her to Ly­dia. Per­plexed and un­hap­py, Bet­ty did what any girl in her po­si­tion would have done: she re­sort­ed to the con­sol­ing and un­fail­ing priv­i­lege of her sex—a good cry.

			When she be­came com­posed again she got up and bathed her hot cheeks, brushed her hair, and changed her gown for a be­com­ing one of white. She tied a red rib­bon about her throat and put a rosette in her hair. She had for­got­ten all about the In­di­ans. By the time Mrs. Zane called her for sup­per she had her mind made up to ask Mr. Clarke’s par­don, tell him she was sor­ry, and that she hoped they might be friends.

			Isaac Zane’s fame had spread from the Po­tomac to De­troit and Louisville. Many an anx­ious moth­er on the bor­der used the sto­ry of his cap­tiv­i­ty as a means to fright­en tru­ant young­sters who had evinced a love for run­ning wild in the woods. The evening of Isaac’s re­turn ev­ery­one in the set­tle­ment called to wel­come home the wan­der­er. In spite of the trou­bled times and the dark cloud hang­ing over them they made the oc­ca­sion one of re­joic­ing.

			Old John Ben­net, the big­gest and mer­ri­est man in the colony, came in and roared his ap­pre­ci­a­tion of Isaac’s re­turn. He was a huge man, and when he stalked in­to the room he made the floor shake with his heavy tread. His hon­est face ex­pressed his plea­sure as he stood over Isaac and near­ly crushed his hand.

			“Glad to see you, Isaac. Al­ways knew you would come back. Al­ways said so. There are not enough damn red­skins on the riv­er to keep you pris­on­er.”

			“I think they man­aged to keep him long enough,” re­marked Silas Zane.

			“Well, here comes the hero,” said Colonel Zane, as Clarke en­tered, ac­com­pa­nied by Cap­tain Bog­gs, Ma­jor Mc­Col­loch and Jonathan. “Any sign of Wet­zel or the In­di­ans?”

			Jonathan had not yet seen his broth­er, and he went over and seized Isaac’s hand and wrung it with­out speak­ing.

			“There are no In­di­ans on this side of the riv­er,” said Ma­jor Mc­Col­loch, in an­swer to the Colonel’s ques­tion.

			“Mr. Clarke, you do not seem im­pressed with your im­por­tance,” said Colonel Zane. “My sis­ter said you did not tell her what part you took in Isaac’s res­cue.”

			“I hard­ly de­serve all the cred­it,” an­swered Al­fred. “Your big black dog mer­its a great deal of it.”

			“Well, I con­sid­er your first day at the fort a very sat­is­fac­to­ry one, and an au­gury of that for­tune you came west to find.”

			“How are you?” said Al­fred, go­ing up to the couch where Isaac lay.

			“I am do­ing well, thanks to you,” said Isaac, warm­ly shak­ing Al­fred’s hand.

			“It is good to see you pulling out all right,” an­swered Al­fred. “I tell you, I feared you were in a bad way when I got you out of the wa­ter.”

			Isaac re­clined on the couch with his head and shoul­ders propped up by pil­lows. He was the hand­somest of the broth­ers. His face would have been but for the marks of pri­va­tion, sin­gu­lar­ly like Bet­ty’s; the same low, lev­el brows and dark eyes; the same mouth, though the lips were stronger and with­out the soft curves which made his sis­ter’s mouth so sweet.

			Bet­ty ap­peared at the door, and see­ing the room filled with men she hes­i­tat­ed a mo­ment be­fore com­ing for­ward. In her white dress she made such a dain­ty pic­ture that she seemed out of place among those sur­round­ings. Al­fred Clarke, for one, thought such a charm­ing vi­sion was wast­ed on the rough set­tlers, ev­ery one of whom wore a fad­ed and dirty buck­skin suit and a belt con­tain­ing a knife and a tom­a­hawk. Colonel Zane stepped up to Bet­ty and plac­ing his arm around her turned to­ward Clarke with pride in his eyes.

			“Bet­ty, I want to make you ac­quaint­ed with the hero of the hour, Mr. Al­fred Clarke. This is my sis­ter.”

			Bet­ty bowed to Al­fred, but low­ered her eyes in­stant­ly on en­coun­ter­ing the young man’s gaze.

			“I have had the plea­sure of meet­ing Miss Zane twice to­day,” said Al­fred.

			“Twice?” asked Colonel Zane, turn­ing to Bet­ty. She did not an­swer, but dis­en­gaged her­self from his arm and sat down by Isaac.

			“It was on the riv­er road that I first met Miss Zane, al­though I did not know her then,” an­swered Al­fred. “I had some dif­fi­cul­ty in stop­ping her pony from go­ing to Fort Pitt, or some oth­er place down the riv­er.”

			“Ha! Ha! Well, I know she rides that pony pret­ty hard,” said Colonel Zane, with his hearty laugh. “I’ll tell you, Clarke, we have some rid­ers here in the set­tle­ment. Have you heard of Ma­jor Mc­Col­loch’s leap over the hill?”

			“I have heard it men­tioned, and I would like to hear the sto­ry,” re­spond­ed Al­fred. “I am fond of hors­es, and think I can ride a lit­tle my­self. I am afraid I shall be com­pelled to change my mind.”

			“That is a fine an­i­mal you rode from Fort Pitt,” re­marked the Ma­jor. “I would like to own him.”

			“Come, draw your chairs up and we’ll lis­ten to Isaac’s sto­ry,” said Colonel Zane.

			“I have not much of a sto­ry to tell,” said Isaac, in a voice still weak and low. “I have some bad news, I am sor­ry to say, but I shall leave that for the last. This year, if it had been com­plet­ed, would have made my tenth year as a cap­tive of the Wyan­dots. This last pe­ri­od of cap­tiv­i­ty, which has been near­ly four years, I have not been ill-treat­ed and have en­joyed more com­fort than any of you can imag­ine. Prob­a­bly you are all fa­mil­iar with the rea­son for my long cap­tiv­i­ty. Be­cause of the in­ter­est of My­eer­ah, the In­di­an Princess, they have im­por­tuned me for years to be adopt­ed in­to the tribe, mar­ry the White Crane, as they call My­eer­ah, and be­come a Wyan­dot chief. To this I would nev­er con­sent, though I have been care­ful not to pro­voke the In­di­ans. I was al­lowed the free­dom of the camp, but have al­ways been close­ly watched. I should still be with the In­di­ans had I not sus­pect­ed that Hamil­ton, the British Gov­er­nor, had formed a plan with the Hurons, Shawnees, Delawares, and oth­er tribes, to strike a ter­ri­ble blow at the whites along the riv­er. For months I have watched the In­di­ans pre­par­ing for an ex­pe­di­tion, the ex­tent of which they had nev­er be­fore un­der­tak­en. I fi­nal­ly learned from My­eer­ah that my sus­pi­cions were well found­ed. A fa­vor­able chance to es­cape pre­sent­ed and I took it and got away. I out­ran all the braves, even Ar­rowswift, the Wyan­dot run­ner, who shot me through the arm. I have had a hard time of it these last three or four days, liv­ing on herbs and roots, and when I reached the riv­er I was ready to drop. I pushed a log in­to the wa­ter and start­ed to drift over. When the old dog saw me I knew I was safe if I could hold on. Once, when the young man point­ed his gun at me, I thought it was all over. I could not shout very loud.”

			“Were you go­ing to shoot?” asked Colonel Zane of Clarke.

			“I took him for an In­di­an, but for­tu­nate­ly I dis­cov­ered my mis­take in time,” an­swered Al­fred.

			“Are the In­di­ans on the way here?” asked Jonathan.

			“That I can­not say. At present the Wyan­dots are at home. But I know that the British and the In­di­ans will make a com­bined at­tack on the set­tle­ments. It may be a month, or a year, but it is com­ing.”

			“And Hamil­ton, the hair buy­er, the scalp buy­er, is be­hind the plan,” said Colonel Zane, in dis­gust.

			“The In­di­ans have their wrongs. I sym­pa­thize with them in many ways. We have robbed them, bro­ken faith with them, and have not lived up to the treaties. Pipe and Win­ge­nund are par­tic­u­lar­ly bit­ter to­ward the whites. I un­der­stand Corn­planter is al­so. He would give any­thing for Jonathan’s scalp, and I be­lieve any of the tribes would give a hun­dred of their best war­riors for ‘Black Wind,’ as they call Lew Wet­zel.”

			“Have you ev­er seen Red Fox?” asked Jonathan, who was sit­ting near the fire and as usu­al say­ing but lit­tle. He was the wildest and most un­tam­able of all the Zanes. Most of the time he spent in the woods, not so much to fight In­di­ans, as Wet­zel did, but for pure love of out­door life. At home he was thought­ful and silent.

			“Yes, I have seen him,” an­swered Isaac. “He is a Shawnee chief and one of the fiercest war­riors in that tribe of fight­ers. He was at In­di­an-head, which is the name of one of the Wyan­dot vil­lages, when I vis­it­ed there last, and he had two hun­dred of his best braves with him.”

			“He is a bad In­di­an. Wet­zel and I know him. He swore he would hang our scalps up in his wig­wam,” said Jonathan.

			“What has he in par­tic­u­lar against you?” asked Colonel Zane. “Of course, Wet­zel is the en­e­my of all In­di­ans.”

			“Sev­er­al years ago Wet­zel and I were on a hunt down the riv­er at the place called Gir­ty’s Point, where we fell in with the tracks of five Shawnees. I was for com­ing home, but Wet­zel would not hear of it. We trailed the In­di­ans and, com­ing up on them af­ter dark, we tom­a­hawked them. One of them got away crip­pled, but we could not fol­low him be­cause we dis­cov­ered that they had a white girl as cap­tive, and one of the red dev­ils, think­ing we were a res­cu­ing par­ty, had tom­a­hawked her. She was not quite dead. We did all we could to save her life. She died and we buried her on the spot. They were Red Fox’s braves and were on their way to his camp with the pris­on­er. A year or so af­ter­wards I learned from a friend­ly In­di­an that the Shawnee chief had sworn to kill us. No doubt he will be a lead­er in the com­ing at­tack.”

			“We are liv­ing in the midst of ter­ri­ble times,” re­marked Colonel Zane. “In­deed, these are the times that try men’s souls, but I firm­ly be­lieve the day is not far dis­tant when the red­men will be driv­en far over the bor­der.”

			“Is the In­di­an Princess pret­ty?” asked Bet­ty of Isaac.

			“In­deed she is, Bet­ty, al­most as beau­ti­ful as you are,” said Isaac. “She is tall and very fair for an In­di­an. But I have some­thing to tell about her more in­ter­est­ing than that. Since I have been with the Wyan­dots this last time I have dis­cov­ered a lit­tle of the jeal­ous­ly guard­ed se­cret of My­eer­ah’s moth­er. When Tarhe and his band of Hurons lived in Cana­da their home was in the Musko­ka Lakes re­gion on the Moon riv­er. The old war­riors tell won­der­ful sto­ries of the beau­ty of that coun­try. Tarhe took cap­tive some French trav­ellers, among them a wom­an named La Du­rante. She had a beau­ti­ful lit­tle girl. The pris­on­ers, ex­cept this lit­tle girl, were re­leased. When she grew up Tarhe mar­ried her. My­eer­ah is her child. Once Tarhe took his wife to De­troit and she was seen there by an old French­man who went crazy over her and said she was his child. Tarhe nev­er went to the white set­tle­ments again. So you see, My­eer­ah is from a great French fam­i­ly on her moth­er’s side, as this is old French­man was prob­a­bly Cheva­lier La Du­rante, and My­eer­ah’s grand­fa­ther.”

			“I would love to see her, and yet I hate her. What an odd name she has,” said Bet­ty.

			“It is the In­di­an name for the white crane, a rare and beau­ti­ful bird. I nev­er saw one. The name has been cel­e­brat­ed among the Hurons as long as any one of them can re­mem­ber. The In­di­ans call her the White Crane, or Walk-in-the-Wa­ter, be­cause of her love for wad­ing in the stream.”

			“I think we have made Isaac talk enough for one night,” said Colonel Zane. “He is tired out. Ma­jor, tell Isaac and Bet­ty, and Mr. Clarke, too, of your jump over the cliff.”

			“I have heard of that leap from the In­di­ans,” said Isaac.

			“Ma­jor, from what hill did you jump your horse?” asked Al­fred.

			“You know the bare rocky bluff that stands out promi­nent­ly on the hill across the creek. From that spot Colonel Zane first saw the val­ley, and from there I leaped my horse. I can nev­er con­vince my­self that it re­al­ly hap­pened. Of­ten I look up at that cliff in doubt. But the In­di­ans and Colonel Zane, Jonathan, Wet­zel and oth­ers say they ac­tu­al­ly saw the deed done, so I must ac­cept it,” said Ma­jor Mc­Col­loch.

			“It seems in­cred­i­ble!” said Al­fred. “I can­not un­der­stand how a man or horse could go over that precipice and live.”

			“That is what we all say,” re­spond­ed the Colonel. “I sup­pose I shall have to tell the sto­ry. We have fight­ers and mak­ers of his­to­ry here, but few talk­ers.”

			“I am anx­ious to hear it,” an­swered Clarke, “and I am cu­ri­ous to see this man Wet­zel, whose fame has reached as far as my home, way down in Vir­ginia.”

			“You will have your wish grat­i­fied soon, I have no doubt,” re­sumed the Colonel. “Well, now for the sto­ry of Mc­Col­loch’s mad ride for life and his won­der­ful leap down Wheel­ing hill. A year ago, when the fort was be­sieged by the In­di­ans, the Ma­jor got through the lines and made off for Short Creek. He re­turned next morn­ing with forty mount­ed men. They marched bold­ly up to the gate, and all suc­ceed­ed in get­ting in­side save the gal­lant Ma­jor, who had wait­ed to be the last man to go in. Find­ing it im­pos­si­ble to make the short dis­tance with­out go­ing un­der the fire of the In­di­ans, who had rushed up to pre­vent the re­lief par­ty from en­ter­ing the fort, he wheeled his big stal­lion, and, fol­lowed by the yelling band of sav­ages, he took the road lead­ing around back of the fort to the top of the bluff. The road lay along the edge of the cliff and I saw the Ma­jor turn and wave his ri­fle at us, ev­i­dent­ly with the de­sire of as­sur­ing us that he was safe. Sud­den­ly, on the very sum­mit of the hill, he reined in his horse as if un­de­cid­ed. I knew in an in­stant what had hap­pened. The Ma­jor had run right in­to the re­turn­ing par­ty of In­di­ans, which had been sent out to in­ter­cept our re­in­force­ments. In a mo­ment more we heard the ex­ul­tant yells of the sav­ages, and saw them glid­ing from tree to tree, slow­ly length­en­ing out their line and sur­round­ing the un­for­tu­nate Ma­jor. They did not fire a shot. We in the fort were stu­pe­fied with hor­ror, and stood help­less­ly with our use­less guns, watch­ing and wait­ing for the seem­ing­ly in­evitable doom of our com­rade. Not so with the Ma­jor! Know­ing that he was a marked man by the In­di­ans and feel­ing that any death was prefer­able to the gaunt­let, the knife, the stake and torch of the mer­ci­less sav­age, he had grasped at a des­per­ate chance. He saw his en­e­mies stealth­ily dart­ing from rock to tree, and tree to bush, creep­ing through the brush, and slip­ping clos­er and clos­er ev­ery mo­ment. On three sides were his hat­ed foes and on the re­main­ing side—the abyss. With­out a mo­ment’s hes­i­ta­tion the in­trepid Ma­jor spurred his horse at the precipice. Nev­er shall I for­get that thrilling mo­ment. The three hun­dred sav­ages were silent as they re­al­ized the Ma­jor’s in­ten­tion. Those in the fort watched with star­ing eyes. A few bounds and the no­ble steed reared high on his hind legs. Out­lined by the clear blue sky the mag­nif­i­cent an­i­mal stood for one brief in­stant, his black mane fly­ing in the wind, his head thrown up and his front hoofs paw­ing the air like Mar­cus Cur­tius’ mailed steed of old, and then down with a crash, a cloud of dust, and the crack­ling of pine limbs. A long yell went up from the In­di­ans be­low, while those above ran to the edge of the cliff. With cries of won­der and baf­fled vengeance they ges­tic­u­lat­ed to­ward the dark ravine in­to which horse and rid­er had plunged rather than wait to meet a more cru­el death. The precipice at this point is over three hun­dred feet in height, and in places is al­most per­pen­dic­u­lar. We be­lieved the Ma­jor to be ly­ing crushed and man­gled on the rocks. Imag­ine our fren­zy of joy when we saw the dar­ing sol­dier and his horse dash out of the bush­es that skirt the base of the cliff, cross the creek, and come gal­lop­ing to the fort in safe­ty.”

			“It was won­der­ful! Won­der­ful!” ex­claimed Isaac, his eyes glis­ten­ing. “No won­der the In­di­ans call you the ‘Fly­ing Chief.’ ”

			“Had the Ma­jor not jumped in­to the clump of pine trees which grow thick­ly some thir­ty feet be­low the sum­mit he would not now be alive,” said Colonel Zane. “I am cer­tain of that. Nev­er­the­less that does not de­tract from the courage of his deed. He had no time to pick out the best place to jump. He sim­ply took his one chance, and came out all right. That leap will live in the minds of men as long as yon­der bluff stands a mon­u­ment to Mc­Col­loch’s ride for life.”

			Al­fred had lis­tened with in­tense in­ter­est to the Colonel’s recital. When it end­ed, al­though his puls­es quick­ened and his soul ex­pand­ed with awe and rev­er­ence for the hero of that ride, he sat silent. Al­fred hon­ored courage in a man more than any oth­er qual­i­ty. He mar­veled at the sim­plic­i­ty of these bor­der­men who, he thought, took the most won­der­ful ad­ven­tures and dar­ing es­capes as a mat­ter of course, a com­pul­so­ry part of their dai­ly lives. He had al­ready, in one day, had more ex­cite­ment than had ev­er be­fall­en him, and was be­gin­ning to be­lieve his thirst for a free life of stir­ring ac­tion would be quenched long be­fore he had learned to be­come use­ful in his new sphere. Dur­ing the re­main­ing half hour of his call on his late­ly ac­quired friends, he took lit­tle part in the con­ver­sa­tion, but sat qui­et­ly watch­ing the change­ful ex­pres­sions on Bet­ty’s face, and lis­ten­ing to Colonel Zane’s jokes. When he rose to go he bade his host good­night, and ex­pressed a wish that Isaac, who had fall­en asleep, might have a speedy re­cov­ery. He turned to­ward the door to find that Bet­ty had in­ter­cept­ed him.

			“Mr. Clarke,” she said, ex­tend­ing a lit­tle hand that trem­bled slight­ly. “I wish to say—that—I want to say that my feel­ings have changed. I am sor­ry for what I said over at Ly­dia’s. I spoke hasti­ly and rude­ly. You have saved my broth­er’s life. I will be for­ev­er grate­ful to you. It is use­less to try to thank you. I—I hope we may be friends.”

			Al­fred found it des­per­ate­ly hard to re­sist that low voice, and those dark eyes which were raised shy­ly, yet brave­ly, to his. But he had been deeply hurt. He pre­tend­ed not to see the friend­ly hand held out to him, and his voice was cold when he an­swered her.

			“I am glad to have been of some ser­vice,” he said, “but I think you over­rate my ac­tion. Your broth­er would not have drowned, I am sure. You owe me noth­ing. Good­night.”

			Bet­ty stood still one mo­ment star­ing at the door through which he had gone be­fore she re­al­ized that her over­tures of friend­ship had been po­lite­ly, but cold­ly, ig­nored. She had ac­tu­al­ly been snubbed. The im­pos­si­ble had hap­pened to Eliz­a­beth Zane. Her first sen­sa­tion af­ter she re­cov­ered from her mo­men­tary be­wil­der­ment was one of amuse­ment, and she laughed in a con­strained man­ner; but, present­ly, two bright red spots ap­peared in her cheeks, and she looked quick­ly around to see if any of the oth­ers had no­ticed the in­ci­dent. None of them had been pay­ing any at­ten­tion to her and she breathed a sigh of re­lief. It was bad enough to be snubbed with­out hav­ing oth­ers see it. That would have been too hu­mil­i­at­ing. Her eyes flashed fire as she re­mem­bered the dis­dain in Clarke’s face, and that she had not been clever enough to see it in time.

			“Tige, come here!” called Colonel Zane. “What ails the dog?”

			The dog had jumped to his feet and ran to the door, where he sniffed at the crack over the thresh­old. His as­pect was fierce and threat­en­ing. He ut­tered low growls and then two short barks. Those in the room heard a soft moc­casined foot­fall out­side. The next in­stant the door opened wide and a tall fig­ure stood dis­closed.

			“Wet­zel!” ex­claimed Colonel Zane. A hush fell on the lit­tle com­pa­ny af­ter that ex­cla­ma­tion, and all eyes were fas­tened on the new­com­er.

			Well did the stranger mer­it close at­ten­tion. He stalked in­to the room, leaned his long ri­fle against the man­tel­piece and spread out his hands to the fire. He was clad from head to foot in fringed and bead­ed buck­skin, which showed ev­i­dence of a long and ar­du­ous tramp. It was torn and wet and cov­ered with mud. He was a mag­nif­i­cent­ly made man, six feet in height, and stood straight as an ar­row. His wide shoul­ders, and his mus­cu­lar, though not heavy, limbs de­not­ed won­der­ful strength and ac­tiv­i­ty. His long hair, black as a raven’s wing, hung far down his shoul­ders. Present­ly he turned and the light shone on a re­mark­able face. So calm and cold and stern it was that it seemed chis­eled out of mar­ble. The most strik­ing fea­tures were its un­usu­al pal­lor, and the eyes, which were coal black, and pierc­ing as the dag­ger’s point.

			“If you have any bad news out with it,” cried Colonel Zane, im­pa­tient­ly.

			“No need fer alarm,” said Wet­zel. He smiled slight­ly as he saw Bet­ty’s ap­pre­hen­sive face. “Don’t look scared, Bet­ty. The red­skins are miles away and goin’ fer the Kanawha set­tle­ment.”

		
	
		
			III

			Many weeks of qui­et fol­lowed the events of the last chap­ter. The set­tlers plant­ed their corn, har­vest­ed their wheat and la­bored in the fields dur­ing the whole of one spring and sum­mer with­out hear­ing the dread­ed war cry of the In­di­ans. Colonel Zane, who had been a dis­burs­ing of­fi­cer in the army of Lord Dun­more, where he had at­tained the rank of Colonel, vis­it­ed Fort Pitt dur­ing the sum­mer in the hope of in­creas­ing the num­ber of sol­diers in his gar­ri­son. His ef­forts proved fruit­less. He re­turned to Fort Hen­ry by way of the riv­er with sev­er­al pi­o­neers, who with their fam­i­lies were bound for Fort Hen­ry. One of these pi­o­neers was a min­is­ter who worked in the fields ev­ery week day and on Sun­days preached the Gospel to those who gath­ered in the meet­ing house.

			Al­fred Clarke had tak­en up his per­ma­nent abode at the fort, where he had been in­stalled as one of the reg­u­lar gar­ri­son. His du­ties, as well as those of the nine oth­er mem­bers of the gar­ri­son, were light. For two hours out of the twen­ty-four he was on guard. Thus he had am­ple time to ac­quaint him­self with the set­tlers and their fam­i­lies.

			Al­fred and Isaac had now be­come firm friends. They spent many hours fish­ing in the riv­er, and roam­ing the woods in the vicin­i­ty, as Colonel Zane would not al­low Isaac to stray far from the fort. Al­fred be­came a reg­u­lar vis­i­tor at Colonel Zane’s house. He saw Bet­ty ev­ery day, but as yet, noth­ing had mend­ed the breach be­tween them. They were civ­il to each oth­er when chance threw them to­geth­er, but Bet­ty usu­al­ly left the room on some pre­text soon af­ter he en­tered. Al­fred re­gret­ted his hasty ex­hi­bi­tion of re­sent­ment and would have been glad to es­tab­lish friend­ly re­la­tions with her. But she would not give him an op­por­tu­ni­ty. She avoid­ed him on all pos­si­ble oc­ca­sions. Though Al­fred was fast suc­cumb­ing to the charm of Bet­ty’s beau­ti­ful face, though his de­sire to be near her had grown well nigh re­sist­less, his pride had not yet bro­ken down. Many of the sum­mer evenings found him on the Colonel’s doorstep, smok­ing a pipe, or play­ing with the chil­dren. He was that rare and best com­pa­ny—a good lis­ten­er. Al­though he laughed at Colonel Zane’s sto­ries, and nev­er tired of hear­ing of Isaac’s ex­pe­ri­ences among the In­di­ans, it is prob­a­ble he would not have par­tak­en of the Colonel’s hos­pi­tal­i­ty near­ly so of­ten had it not been that he usu­al­ly saw Bet­ty, and if he got on­ly a glimpse of her he went away sat­is­fied. On Sun­days he at­tend­ed the ser­vices at the lit­tle church, and lis­tened to Bet­ty’s sweet voice as she led the singing.

			There were a num­ber of girls at the fort near Bet­ty’s age. With all of these Al­fred was pop­u­lar. He ap­peared so en­tire­ly dif­fer­ent from the usu­al young man on the fron­tier that he was more than wel­come ev­ery­where. Girls in the back­woods are much the same as girls in thick­ly pop­u­lat­ed and civ­i­lized dis­tricts. They liked his man­ly ways; his frank and pleas­ant man­ners; and when to these virtues he added a cer­tain def­er­en­tial re­gard, a court­li­ness to which they were un­ac­cus­tomed, they were all the bet­ter pleased. He paid the young wom­en lit­tle at­ten­tions, such as call­ing on them, tak­ing them to par­ties and out driv­ing, but there was not one of them who could think that she, in par­tic­u­lar, in­ter­est­ed him.

			The girls no­ticed, how­ev­er, that he nev­er ap­proached Bet­ty af­ter ser­vice, or on any oc­ca­sion, and while it caused some won­der and gos­sip among them, for Bet­ty en­joyed the dis­tinc­tion of be­ing the belle of the bor­der, they were se­cret­ly pleased. Lit­tle hints and know­ing smiles, with which girls are so skill­ful, made known to Bet­ty all of this, and, al­though she was ap­par­ent­ly in­dif­fer­ent, it hurt her sen­si­tive feel­ings. It had the ef­fect of mak­ing her be­lieve she hat­ed the cause of it more than ev­er.

			What would have hap­pened had things gone on in this way, I am not pre­pared to say; prob­a­bly had not a med­dling Fate de­cid­ed to take a hand in the game, Bet­ty would have con­tin­ued to think she hat­ed Al­fred, and I would nev­er have had oc­ca­sion to write his sto­ry; but Fate did in­ter­fere, and, one day in the ear­ly fall, brought about an in­ci­dent which changed the whole world for the two young peo­ple.

			It was the af­ter­noon of an In­di­an sum­mer day—in that most beau­ti­ful time of all the year—and Bet­ty, ac­com­pa­nied by her dog, had wan­dered up the hill­side in­to the woods. From the hill­top the broad riv­er could be seen wind­ing away in the dis­tance, and a soft, bluish, smoky haze hung over the wa­ter. The for­est seemed to be on fire. The yel­low leaves of the poplars, the brown of the white and black oaks, the red and pur­ple of the maples, and the green of the pines and hem­locks flamed in a glo­ri­ous blaze of col­or. A still­ness, which was on­ly bro­ken now and then by the twit­ter­ing of birds ut­ter­ing the plain­tive notes pe­cu­liar to them in the au­tumn as they band to­geth­er be­fore their pil­grim­age to the far south, per­vad­ed the for­est.

			Bet­ty loved the woods, and she knew all the trees. She could tell their names by the bark or the shape of the leaves. The gi­ant black oak, with its smooth shiny bark and stur­dy limbs, the chest­nut with its rugged, seamed sides and bristling burrs, the hick­o­ry with its lofty height and curled shelling bark, were all well known and well loved by Bet­ty. Many times had she won­dered at the trem­bling, quiv­er­ing leaves of the as­pen, and the fo­liage of the sil­ver­leaf as it glint­ed in the sun. To­day, es­pe­cial­ly, as she walked through the woods, did their beau­ty ap­peal to her. In the lit­tle sun­ny patch­es of clear­ing which were scat­tered here and there in the grove, great clus­ters of gold­en­rod grew pro­fuse­ly. The gold­en heads swayed grace­ful­ly on the long stems. Bet­ty gath­ered a few sprigs and added to them a bunch of warm­ly tint­ed maple leaves.

			The chest­nuts burrs were open­ing. As Bet­ty mount­ed a lit­tle rocky em­i­nence and reached out for a limb of a chest­nut tree, she lost her foot­ing and fell. Her right foot had twist­ed un­der her as she went down, and when a sharp pain shot through it she was un­able to re­press a cry. She got up, ten­der­ly placed the foot on the ground and tried her weight on it, which caused acute pain. She un­laced and re­moved her moc­casin to find that her an­kle had com­menced to swell. As­sured that she had sprained it, and aware of the se­ri­ous con­se­quences of an in­jury of that na­ture, she felt great­ly dis­tressed. An­oth­er ef­fort to place her foot on the ground and bear her weight on it caused such se­vere pain that she was com­pelled to give up the at­tempt. Sink­ing down by the trunk of the tree and lean­ing her head against it she tried to think of a way out of her dif­fi­cul­ty.

			The fort, which she could plain­ly see, seemed a long dis­tance off, al­though it was on­ly a lit­tle way down the grassy slope. She looked and looked, but not a per­son was to be seen. She called to Tige. She re­mem­bered that he had been chas­ing a squir­rel a short while ago, but now there was no sign of him. He did not come at her call. How an­noy­ing! If Tige were on­ly there she could have sent him for help. She shout­ed sev­er­al times, but the dis­tance was too great for her voice to car­ry to the fort. The mock­ing echo of her call came back from the bluff that rose to her left. Bet­ty now be­gan to be alarmed in earnest, and the tears start­ed to roll down her cheeks. The throb­bing pain in her an­kle, the dread of hav­ing to re­main out in that lone­some for­est af­ter dark, and the fear that she might not be found for hours, caused Bet­ty’s usu­al­ly brave spir­it to fal­ter; she was weep­ing un­re­served­ly.

			In re­al­i­ty she had been there on­ly a few min­utes—al­though they seemed hours to her—when she heard the light tread of moc­casined feet on the moss be­hind her. Start­ing up with a cry of joy she turned and looked up in­to the as­ton­ished face of Al­fred Clarke.

			Re­turn­ing from a hunt back in the woods he had walked up to her be­fore be­ing aware of her pres­ence. In a sin­gle glance he saw the wild­flow­ers scat­tered be­side her, the lit­tle moc­casin turned in­side out, the woe­be­gone, tearstained face, and he knew Bet­ty had come to grief.

			Con­fused and vexed, Bet­ty sank back at the foot of the tree. It is prob­a­ble she would have en­coun­tered Gir­ty or a mem­ber of his band of red­men, rather than have this young man find her in this predica­ment. It pro­voked her to think that of all the peo­ple at the fort it should be the on­ly one she could not wel­come who should find her in such a sad plight.

			“Why, Miss Zane!” he ex­claimed, af­ter a mo­ment of hes­i­ta­tion. “What in the world has hap­pened? Have you been hurt? May I help you?”

			“It is noth­ing,” said Bet­ty, brave­ly, as she gath­ered up her flow­ers and the moc­casin and rose slow­ly to her feet. “Thank you, but you need not wait.”

			The cold words net­tled Al­fred and he was in the act of turn­ing away from her when he caught, for the fleetest part of a sec­ond, the full gaze of her eyes. He stopped short. A clos­er scru­ti­ny of her face con­vinced him that she was suf­fer­ing and en­deav­or­ing with all her strength to con­ceal it.

			“But I will wait. I think you have hurt your­self. Lean up­on my arm,” he said, qui­et­ly.

			“Please let me help you,” he con­tin­ued, go­ing near­er to her.

			But Bet­ty re­fused his as­sis­tance. She would not even al­low him to take the gold­en­rod from her arms. Af­ter a few hes­i­tat­ing steps she paused and lift­ed her foot from the ground.

			“Here, you must not try to walk a step far­ther,” he said, res­o­lute­ly, not­ing how white she had sud­den­ly be­come. “You have sprained your an­kle and are need­less­ly tor­tur­ing your­self. Please let me car­ry you?”

			“Oh, no, no, no!” cried Bet­ty, in ev­i­dent dis­tress. “I will man­age. It is not so—very—far.”

			She re­sumed the slow and painful walk­ing, but she had tak­en on­ly a few steps when she stopped again and this time a low moan is­sued from her lips. She swayed slight­ly back­ward and if Al­fred had not dropped his ri­fle and caught her she would have fall­en.

			“Will you—please—go—for some­one?” she whis­pered faint­ly, at the same time push­ing him away.

			“How ab­surd!” burst out Al­fred, in­dig­nant­ly. “Am I then, so dis­taste­ful to you that you would rather wait here and suf­fer a half hour longer while I go for as­sis­tance? It is on­ly com­mon cour­tesy on my part. I do not want to car­ry you. I think you would be quite heavy.”

			He said this in a hard, bit­ter tone, deeply hurt that she would not ac­cept even a lit­tle kind­ness from him. He looked away from her and wait­ed. Present­ly a soft, half-smoth­ered sob came from Bet­ty and it ex­pressed such ut­ter wretched­ness that his heart melt­ed. Af­ter all she was on­ly a child. He turned to see the tears run­ning down her cheeks, and with a sup­pressed im­pre­ca­tion up­on the wil­ful­ness of young wom­en in gen­er­al, and this one in par­tic­u­lar, he stepped for­ward and be­fore she could of­fer any re­sis­tance, he had tak­en her up in his arms, gold­en­rod and all, and had start­ed off at a rapid walk to­ward the fort.

			Bet­ty cried out in an­gry sur­prise, strug­gled vi­o­lent­ly for a mo­ment, and then, as sud­den­ly, lay qui­et­ly in his arms. His anger changed to self-re­proach as he re­al­ized what a light bur­den she made. He looked down at the dark head ly­ing on his shoul­der. Her face was hid­den by the dusky rip­pling hair, which tum­bled over his breast, brushed against his cheek, and blew across his lips. The touch of those fra­grant tress­es was a soft ca­ress. Al­most un­con­scious­ly he pressed her clos­er to his heart. And as a sweet mad long­ing grew up­on him he was blind to all save that he held her in his arms, that un­cer­tain­ty was gone for­ev­er, and that he loved her. With these thoughts run­ning ri­ot in his brain he car­ried her down the hill to Colonel Zane’s house.

			The ne­gro, Sam, who came out of the kitchen, dropped the buck­et he had in his hand and ran in­to the house when he saw them. When Al­fred reached the gate Colonel Zane and Isaac were hur­ry­ing out to meet him.

			“For Heav­en’s sake! What has hap­pened? Is she bad­ly hurt? I have al­ways looked for this,” said the Colonel, ex­cit­ed­ly.

			“You need not look so alarmed,” an­swered Al­fred. “She has on­ly sprained her an­kle, and try­ing to walk af­ter­ward hurt her so bad­ly that she be­came faint and I had to car­ry her.”

			“Dear me, is that all?” said Mrs. Zane, who had al­so come out. “We were ter­ri­bly fright­ened. Sam came run­ning in­to the house with some kind of a wild sto­ry. Said he knew you would be the death of Bet­ty.”

			“How ridicu­lous! Colonel Zane, that ser­vant of yours nev­er fails to say some­thing against me,” said Al­fred, as he car­ried Bet­ty in­to the house.

			“He doesn’t like you. But you need not mind Sam. He is get­ting old and we hu­mor him, per­haps too much. We are cer­tain­ly in­debt­ed to you,” re­turned the Colonel.

			Bet­ty was laid on the couch and con­signed to the skill­ful hands of Mrs. Zane, who pro­nounced the in­jury a bad sprain.

			“Well, Bet­ty, this will keep you qui­et for a few days,” said she, with a touch of hu­mor, as she gen­tly felt the swollen an­kle.

			“Al­fred, you have been our good an­gel so of­ten that I don’t see how we shall ev­er re­ward you,” said Isaac to Al­fred.

			“Oh, that time will come. Don’t wor­ry about that,” said Al­fred, jest­ing­ly, and then, turn­ing to the oth­ers he con­tin­ued, earnest­ly. “I will apol­o­gize for the man­ner in which I dis­re­gard­ed Miss Zane’s wish not to help her. I am sure I could do no less. I be­lieve my rude­ness has spared her con­sid­er­able suf­fer­ing.”

			“What did he mean, Betts?” asked Isaac, go­ing back to his sis­ter af­ter he had closed the door. “Didn’t you want him to help you?”

			Bet­ty did not an­swer. She sat on the couch while Mrs. Zane held the lit­tle bare foot and slow­ly poured the hot wa­ter over the swollen and dis­col­ored an­kle. Bet­ty’s lips were pale. She winced ev­ery time Mrs. Zane touched her foot, but as yet she had not ut­tered even a sigh.

			“Bet­ty, does it hurt much?” asked Isaac.

			“Hurt? Do you think I am made of wood? Of course it hurts,” re­tort­ed Bet­ty. “That wa­ter is so hot. Bessie, will not cold wa­ter do as well?”

			“I am sor­ry. I won’t tease any more,” said Isaac, tak­ing his sis­ter’s hand. “I’ll tell you what, Bet­ty, we owe Al­fred Clarke a great deal, you and I. I am go­ing to tell you some­thing so you will know how much more you owe him. Do you re­mem­ber last month when that red heifer of yours got away? Well, Clarke chased her all day and fi­nal­ly caught her in the woods. He asked me to say I had caught her. Some­how or oth­er he seems to be afraid of you. I wish you and he would be good friends. He is a mighty fine fel­low.”

			In spite of the pain Bet­ty was suf­fer­ing a bright blush suf­fused her face at the words of her broth­er, who, blind as broth­ers are in re­gard to their own sis­ters, went on prais­ing his friend.

			Bet­ty was con­fined to the house a week or more and dur­ing this en­forced idle­ness she had am­ple time for re­flec­tion and op­por­tu­ni­ty to in­quire in­to the per­plexed state of her mind.

			The small room, which Bet­ty called her own, faced the riv­er and fort. Most of the day she lay by the win­dow try­ing to read her fa­vorite books, but of­ten she gazed out on the qui­et scene, the rolling riv­er, the ev­er­chang­ing trees and the pas­tures in which the red and white cows grazed peace­ful­ly; or she would watch with idle, dreamy eyes the flight of the crows over the hills, and the grace­ful mo­tion of the hawk as he sailed around and around in the azure sky, look­ing like a white sail far out on a sum­mer sea.

			But Bet­ty’s mind was at vari­ance with this peace­ful scene. The con­scious­ness of a change, which she could not read­i­ly de­fine, in her feel­ings to­ward Al­fred Clarke, vexed and ir­ri­tat­ed her. Why did she think of him so of­ten? True, he had saved her broth­er’s life. Still she was com­pelled to ad­mit to her­self that this was not the rea­son. Try as she would, she could not ban­ish the thought of him. Over and over again, a thou­sand times, came the rec­ol­lec­tion of that mo­ment when he had tak­en her up in his arms as though she were a child. Some vague feel­ing stirred in her heart as she re­mem­bered the strong yet gen­tle clasp of his arms.

			Sev­er­al times from her win­dow she had seen him com­ing across the square be­tween the fort and her broth­er’s house, and wom­an­like, un­seen her­self, she had watched him. How erect was his car­riage. How pleas­ant his deep voice sound­ed as she heard him talk­ing to her broth­er. Day by day, as her an­kle grew stronger and she knew she could not re­main much longer in her room, she dread­ed more and more the thought of meet­ing him. She could not un­der­stand her­self; she had strange dreams; she cried seem­ing­ly with­out the slight­est cause, and she was rest­less and un­hap­py. Fi­nal­ly she grew an­gry and scold­ed her­self. She said she was sil­ly and sen­ti­men­tal. This had the ef­fect of mak­ing her bold­er, but it did not qui­et her un­rest. Bet­ty did not know that the lit­tle blind God, who steals un­awares on his vic­tim, had marked her for his own, and that all this sweet per­plex­i­ty was the un­con­scious awak­en­ing of the heart.

			One af­ter­noon, near the end of Bet­ty’s siege in­doors, two of her friends, Ly­dia Bog­gs and Al­ice Reynolds, called to see her.

			Al­ice had bright blue eyes, and her nut brown hair hung in re­bel­lious curls around her de­mure and pret­ty face. An adorable dim­ple lay hid­den in her rosy cheek and flashed in­to light with her smiles.

			“Bet­ty, you are a lazy thing!” ex­claimed Ly­dia. “Ly­ing here all day long do­ing noth­ing but gaze out of the win­dow.”

			“Girls, I am glad you came over,” said Bet­ty. “I am blue. Per­haps you will cheer me up.”

			“Bet­ty needs some­one of the stern­er sex to cheer her,” said Al­ice, mis­chie­vous­ly, her eyes twin­kling. “Don’t you think so, Ly­dia?”

			“Of course,” an­swered Ly­dia. “When I get blue—”

			“Please spare me,” in­ter­rupt­ed Bet­ty, hold­ing up her hands in protest. “I have not a sin­gle doubt that your mas­cu­line reme­dies are suf­fi­cient for all your ills. Girls who have lost their in­ter­est in the old plea­sures, who spend their spare time in mak­ing linen and quilts, and who have sunk their very per­son­al­i­ties in a great big tyrant of a man, are not li­able to get blue. They are afraid he may see a tear or a frown. But, thank good­ness, I have not yet reached that stage.”

			“Oh, Bet­ty Zane! Just you wait! Wait!” ex­claimed Ly­dia, shak­ing her fin­ger at Bet­ty. “Your turn is com­ing. When it does do not ex­pect any mer­cy from us, for you shall nev­er get it.”

			“Un­for­tu­nate­ly, you and Al­ice have mo­nop­o­lized the at­ten­tions of the on­ly two el­i­gi­ble young men at the fort,” said Bet­ty, with a laugh.

			“Non­sense. There plen­ty of young men all ea­ger for your fa­vor, you lit­tle co­quette,” an­swered Ly­dia. “Har­ry Mar­tin, Will Met­zer, Cap­tain Swearen­gen, of Short Creek, and oth­ers too nu­mer­ous to count. Look at Lew Wet­zel and Bil­ly Ben­net.”

			“Lew cares for noth­ing ex­cept hunt­ing In­di­ans and Bil­ly is on­ly a boy,” said Bet­ty.

			“Well, have it your own way,” said Ly­dia. “On­ly this, I know Bil­ly adores you, for he told me so, and a bet­ter lad nev­er lived.”

			“Lyde, you for­get to in­clude one oth­er among those pros­trate be­fore Bet­ty’s charms,” said Al­ice.

			“Oh, yes, you mean Mr. Clarke. To be sure, I had for­got­ten him,” an­swered Ly­dia. “How odd that he should be the one to find you the day you hurt your foot. Was it an ac­ci­dent?”

			“Of course. I slipped off the bank,” said Bet­ty.

			“No, no. I don’t mean that. Was his find­ing you an ac­ci­dent?”

			“Do you imag­ine I way­laid Mr. Clarke, and then sprained my an­kle on pur­pose?” said Bet­ty, who be­gan to look dan­ger­ous.

			“Cer­tain­ly not that; on­ly it seems so odd that he should be the one to res­cue all the damsels in dis­tress. Day be­fore yes­ter­day he stopped a run­away horse, and saved Nell Met­zer, who was in the wag­on, a se­vere shak­ing up, if not some­thing more se­ri­ous. She is des­per­ate­ly in love with him. She told me Mr. Clarke—”

			“I re­al­ly do not care to hear about it,” in­ter­rupt­ed Bet­ty.

			“But, Bet­ty, tell us. Wasn’t it dread­ful, his car­ry­ing you?” asked Al­ice, with a sly glance at Bet­ty. “You know you are so—so prud­ish, one may say. Did he take you in his arms? It must have been very em­bar­rass­ing for you, con­sid­er­ing your dis­like of Mr. Clarke, and he so much in love with—”

			“You hate­ful girls,” cried Bet­ty, throw­ing a pil­low at Al­ice, who just man­aged to dodge it. “I wish you would go home.”

			“Nev­er mind, Bet­ty. We will not tease any­more,” said Ly­dia, putting her arm around Bet­ty. “Come, Al­ice, we will tell Bet­ty you have named the day for your wed­ding. See! She is all eyes now.”

			

			The young peo­ple of the fron­tier set­tle­ments were usu­al­ly mar­ried be­fore they were twen­ty. This was ow­ing to the fact that there was lit­tle dis­tinc­tion of rank and fam­i­ly pride. The ob­ject of the pi­o­neers in mov­ing West was, of course, to bet­ter their con­di­tion; but, the re­al­iza­tion of their de­pen­dence on one an­oth­er, the com­mon cause of their labors, and the ter­ri­ble dan­gers to which they were con­tin­u­al­ly ex­posed, brought them to­geth­er as one large fam­i­ly.

			There­fore, ear­ly love af­fairs were en­cour­aged, not frowned up­on as they are to­day—and they usu­al­ly re­sult­ed in ear­ly mar­riages.

			How­ev­er, do not let it be imag­ined that the path of the youth­ful swain was strewn with flow­ers. Court­ing or “spark­ing” his sweet­heart had a painful as well as a joy­ous side. Many and var­ied were the tricks played on the for­tu­nate lover by the gal­lants who had vied with him for the fa­vor of the maid. Brave, in­deed, he who won her. If he marched up to her home in the ear­ly evening he was made the ob­ject of in­nu­mer­able jests, even the young la­dy’s fam­i­ly in­dulging in and en­joy­ing the ban­ter. Lat­er, when he come out of the door, it was more than like­ly that, if it were win­ter, he would be met by a vol­ley of wa­ter soaked snow­balls, or big buck­ets of ice­wa­ter, or a moun­tain of snow shoved off the roof by some trick­ster, who had wait­ed pa­tient­ly for such an op­por­tu­ni­ty. On sum­mer nights his horse would be stolen, led far in­to the woods and tied, or the wheels of his wag­on would be tak­en off and hid­den, leav­ing him to walk home. Usu­al­ly the suc­cess­ful lover, and es­pe­cial­ly if he lived at a dis­tance, would make his way on­ly once a week and then late at night to the home of his be­trothed. Silent­ly, like a thief in the dark, he would crawl through the grass and shrubs un­til be­neath her win­dow. At a low sig­nal, pre­ar­ranged be­tween them, she would slip to the door and let him in with­out dis­turb­ing the par­ents. Fear­ing to make a light, and per­haps wel­com­ing that ex­cuse to en­joy the dark­ness beloved by sweet­hearts, they would sit qui­et­ly, whis­per­ing low, un­til the bright­en­ing in the east be­to­kened the break of day, and then he was off, hap­py and light­heart­ed, to his labors.

			A wed­ding was looked for­ward to with much plea­sure by old and young. Prac­ti­cal­ly, it meant the on­ly gath­er­ing of the set­tlers which was not ac­com­pa­nied by the work of reap­ing the har­vest, build­ing a cab­in, plan­ning an ex­pe­di­tion to re­lieve some dis­tant set­tle­ment, or a de­fense for them­selves. For all, it meant a rol­lick­ing good time; to the old peo­ple a feast, and the look­ing on at the mer­ri­ment of their chil­dren—to the young folk, a pleas­ing break in the monotony of their busy lives, a day giv­en up to fun and gos­sip, a day of ro­mance, a wed­ding, and best of all, a dance. There­fore, Al­ice Reynolds’s wed­ding proved a great event to the in­hab­i­tants of Fort Hen­ry.

			The day dawned bright and clear. The sun, ris­ing like a ball of red gold, cast its yel­low beams over the bare, brown hills, shin­ing on the cab­in roofs white with frost, and mak­ing the del­i­cate web­like coat of ice on the riv­er sparkle as if it had been sprin­kled with pow­dered di­a­monds. William Mar­tin, the groom, and his at­ten­dants, met at an ap­point­ed time to cel­e­brate an old time-hon­ored cus­tom which al­ways took place be­fore the par­ty start­ed for the house of the bride. This per­for­mance was called “the race for the bot­tle.”

			A num­ber of young men, se­lect­ed by the groom, were asked to take part in this race, which was to be run over as rough and dan­ger­ous a track as could be found. The worse the road, the more ditch­es, bogs, trees, stumps, brush, in fact, the more ob­sta­cles of ev­ery kind, the bet­ter, as all these af­ford­ed op­por­tu­ni­ty for dar­ing and ex­pert horse­man­ship. The Eng­lish fox race, now fa­mous on three con­ti­nents, while it in­volves risk and is some­times dan­ger­ous, can­not, in the sense of haz­ard to life and limb, be com­pared to this race for the bot­tle.

			On this day the run was not less ex­cit­ing than usu­al. The hors­es were placed as near­ly abreast as pos­si­ble and the starter gave an In­di­an yell. Then fol­lowed the crack­ing of whips, the fu­ri­ous pound­ing of heavy hoofs, the com­mands of the con­tes­tants, and the yells of the on­look­ers. Away they went at a mad pace down the road. The course ex­tend­ed a mile straight away down the creek bot­tom. The first hun­dred yards the hors­es were bunched. At the ditch be­yond the creek bridge a beau­ti­ful, clean limbed an­i­mal dart­ed from among the fu­ri­ous­ly gal­lop­ing hors­es and sailed over the deep fur­row like a bird. All rec­og­nized the rid­er as Al­fred Clarke on his black thor­ough­bred. Close be­hind was George Mar­tin mount­ed on a large roan of pow­er­ful frame and long stride. Through the wil­lows they dashed, over logs and brush heaps, up the lit­tle ridges of ris­ing ground, and down the shal­low gul­lies, un­heed­ing the sting­ing branch­es and the splash­ing wa­ter. Half the dis­tance cov­ered and Al­fred turned, to find the roan close be­hind. On a lev­el road he would have laughed at the at­tempt of that horse to keep up with his rac­er, but he was be­gin­ning to fear that the strong limbed stal­lion de­served his rep­u­ta­tion. Di­rect­ly be­fore them rose a pile of logs and mat­ted brush, placed there by the dare­dev­il set­tlers who had mapped out the route. It was too high for any horse to be put at. With pale cheek and clinched teeth Al­fred touched the spurs to Roger and then threw him­self for­ward. The gal­lant beast re­spond­ed nobly. Up, up, up he rose, clear­ing all but the top­most branch­es. Al­fred turned again and saw the gi­ant roan make the leap with­out touch­ing a twig. The next in­stant Roger went splash in­to a swamp. He sank to his knees in the soft black soil. He could move but one foot at a time, and Al­fred saw at a glance he had won the race. The great weight of the roan hand­i­capped him here. When Al­fred reached the oth­er side of the bog, where the bot­tle was swing­ing from a branch of a tree, his ri­val’s horse was floun­der­ing hope­less­ly in the mid­dle of the treach­er­ous mire. The re­main­ing three horse­men, who had come up by this time, see­ing that it would be use­less to at­tempt fur­ther ef­forts, had drawn up on the bank. With friend­ly shouts to Clarke, they ac­knowl­edged them­selves beat­en. There were no judges re­quired for this race, be­cause the man who reached the bot­tle first won it.

			The five men re­turned to the start­ing point, where the vic­tor was greet­ed by loud whoops. The groom got the first drink from the bot­tle, then came the at­ten­dants, and oth­ers in or­der, af­ter which the bot­tle was put away to be kept as a me­men­to of the oc­ca­sion.

			The par­ty now re­paired to the vil­lage and marched to the home of the bride. The hour for the ob­ser­vance of the mar­riage rites was just be­fore the mid­day meal. When the groom reached the bride’s home he found her in readi­ness. Sweet and pret­ty Al­ice looked in her gray lin­sey gown, per­fect­ly plain and sim­ple though it was, with­out an or­na­ment or a rib­bon. Proud in­deed looked her lover as he took her hand and led her up to the wait­ing min­is­ter. When the whis­per­ings had ceased the min­is­ter asked who gave this wom­an to be mar­ried. Al­ice’s fa­ther an­swered.

			“Will you take this wom­an to be your wed­ded wife, to love, cher­ish and pro­tect her all the days of her life?” asked the min­is­ter.

			“I will,” an­swered a deep bass voice.

			“Will you take this man to be your wed­ded hus­band, to love, hon­or and obey him all the days of your life?”

			“I will,” said Al­ice, in a low tone.

			“I pro­nounce you man and wife. Those whom God has joined to­geth­er let no man put asun­der.”

			There was a brief prayer and the cer­e­mo­ny end­ed. Then fol­lowed the con­grat­u­la­tions of rel­a­tives and friends. The fe­lic­i­ta­tions were apt to be try­ing to the nerves of even the best tem­pered groom. The hand shakes, the heavy slaps on the back, and the pom­mel­ing he re­ceived at the hands of his in­ti­mate friends were as noth­ing com­pared to the an­guish of mind he en­dured while they were kiss­ing his wife. The young bucks would not have con­sid­ered it a re­al wed­ding had they been pre­vent­ed from kiss­ing the bride, and for that mat­ter, ev­ery girl with­in reach. So fast as the burly young set­tlers could push them­selves through the dense­ly packed rooms they kissed the bride, and then the first girl they came to.

			Bet­ty and Ly­dia had been Al­ice’s maids of hon­or. This be­ing Bet­ty’s first ex­pe­ri­ence at a fron­tier wed­ding, it de­vel­oped that she was much in need of Ly­dia’s ad­vice, which she had pre­vi­ous­ly dis­dained. She had rest­ed se­cure in her dig­ni­ty. Poor Bet­ty! The first man to kiss Al­ice was George Mar­tin, a big, strong fel­low, who gath­ered his broth­er’s bride in­to his arms and gave her a bear­ish hug and a re­sound­ing kiss. Re­leas­ing her he turned to­ward Ly­dia and Bet­ty. Ly­dia elud­ed him, but one of his great hands clasped around Bet­ty’s wrist. She tried to look haughty, but with ev­ery­one laugh­ing, and the young man’s face ex­pres­sive of hon­est fun and hap­pi­ness she found it im­pos­si­ble. She stood still and on­ly turned her face a lit­tle to one side while George kissed her. The young men now made a rush for her. With blush­ing cheeks Bet­ty, un­able to stand her ground any longer, ran to her broth­er, the Colonel. He pushed her away with a laugh. She turned to Ma­jor Mc­Col­loch, who held out his arms to her. With an ex­cla­ma­tion she wrenched her­self free from a young man, who had caught her hand, and flew to the Ma­jor. But alas for Bet­ty! The Ma­jor was not proof against the temp­ta­tion and he kissed her him­self.

			“Traitor!” cried Bet­ty, break­ing away from him.

			Poor Bet­ty was in de­spair. She had just made up her mind to sub­mit when she caught sight of Wet­zel’s fa­mil­iar fig­ure. She ran to him and the hunter put one of his long arms around her.

			“I reck­on I kin take care of you, Bet­ty,” he said, a smile play­ing over his usu­al­ly stern face. “See here, you young bucks. Bet­ty don’t want to be kissed, and if you keep on pes­terin’ her I’ll have to scalp a few of you.”

			The mer­ri­ment grew as the day pro­gressed. Dur­ing the wed­ding feast great hi­lar­i­ty pre­vailed. It cul­mi­nat­ed in the dance which fol­lowed the din­ner. The long room of the block­house had been dec­o­rat­ed with ev­er­greens, au­tumn leaves and gold­en­rod, which were scat­tered pro­fuse­ly about, hid­ing the black­ened walls and bare rafters. Nu­mer­ous blaz­ing pine knots, fas­tened on sticks which were stuck in­to the walls, light­ed up a scene, which for col­or and an­i­ma­tion could not have been sur­passed.

			Colonel Zane’s old slave, Sam, who fur­nished the mu­sic, sat on a raised plat­form at the up­per end of the hall, and the way he sawed away on his fid­dle, ac­com­pa­ny­ing the move­ments of his arm with a sway­ing of his body and a stamp­ing of his heavy foot, showed he had a hearty ap­pre­ci­a­tion of his own val­ue.

			Prom­i­nent among the men and wom­en stand­ing and sit­ting near the plat­form could be dis­tin­guished the tall forms of Jonathan Zane, Ma­jor Mc­Col­loch and Wet­zel, all, as usu­al, dressed in their hunt­ing cos­tumes and car­ry­ing long ri­fles. The oth­er men had made more or less ef­fort to im­prove their ap­pear­ance. Bright home­spun shirts and scarfs had re­placed the ev­ery­day buck­skin gar­ments. Ma­jor Mc­Col­loch was talk­ing to Colonel Zane. The ge­nial faces of both re­flect­ed the plea­sure they felt in the en­joy­ment of the younger peo­ple. Jonathan Zane stood near the door. Moody and silent he watched the dance. Wet­zel leaned against the wall. The black bar­rel of his ri­fle lay in the hol­low of his arm. The hunter was grave­ly con­tem­plat­ing the mem­bers of the bridal par­ty who were danc­ing in front of him. When the dance end­ed Ly­dia and Bet­ty stopped be­fore Wet­zel and Bet­ty said: “Lew, aren’t you go­ing to ask us to dance?”

			The hunter looked down in­to the hap­py, gleam­ing faces, and smil­ing in his half sad way, an­swered: “Ev­ery man to his gifts.”

			“But you can dance. I want you to put aside your gun long enough to dance with me. If I wait­ed for you to ask me, I fear I should have to wait a long time. Come, Lew, here I am ask­ing you, and I know the oth­er men are dy­ing to dance with me,” said Bet­ty, coax­ing­ly, in a rogu­ish voice.

			Wet­zel nev­er re­fused a re­quest of Bet­ty’s, and so, lay­ing aside his weapons, he danced with her, to the won­der and ad­mi­ra­tion of all. Colonel Zane clapped his hands, and ev­ery­one stared in amaze­ment at the un­prece­dent­ed sight. Wet­zel danced not un­grace­ful­ly. He was won­der­ful­ly light on his feet. His strik­ing fig­ure, the long black hair, and the fan­ci­ful­ly em­broi­dered cos­tume he wore con­trast­ed strange­ly with Bet­ty’s slen­der, grace­ful form and pret­ty gray dress.

			“Well, well, Lewis, I would not have be­lieved any­thing but the ev­i­dence of my own eyes,” said Colonel Zane, with a laugh, as Bet­ty and Wet­zel ap­proached him.

			“If all the men could dance as well as Lew, the girls would be thank­ful, I can as­sure you,” said Bet­ty.

			“Bet­ty, I de­clare you grow pret­ti­er ev­ery day,” said old John Ben­net, who was stand­ing with the Colonel and the Ma­jor. “If I were on­ly a young man once more I should try my chances with you, and I wouldn’t give up very eas­i­ly.”

			“I do not know, Un­cle John, but I am in­clined to think that if you were a young man and should come a-woo­ing you would not get a re­buff from me,” an­swered Bet­ty, smil­ing on the old man, of whom she was very fond.

			“Miss Zane, will you dance with me?”

			The voice sound­ed close by Bet­ty’s side. She rec­og­nized it, and an un­ac­count­able sen­sa­tion of shy­ness sud­den­ly came over her. She had firm­ly made up her mind, should Mr. Clarke ask her to dance, that she would tell him she was tired, or en­gaged for that num­ber—any­thing so that she could avoid danc­ing with him. But, now that the mo­ment had come she ei­ther for­got her res­o­lu­tion or lacked the courage to keep it, for as the mu­sic com­menced, she turned and with­out say­ing a word or look­ing at him, she placed her hand on his arm. He whirled her away. She gave a start of sur­prise and de­light at the fa­mil­iar step and then gave her­self up to the charm of the dance. Sup­port­ed by his strong arm she float­ed around the room in a sort of dream. Danc­ing as they did was new to the young peo­ple at the Fort—it was a style then in vogue in the east—and ev­ery­one looked on with great in­ter­est and cu­rios­i­ty. But all too soon the dance end­ed and be­fore Bet­ty had re­cov­ered her com­po­sure she found that her part­ner had led her to a se­clud­ed seat in the low­er end of the hall. The bench was part­ly ob­scured from the dancers by mass­es of au­tumn leaves.

			“That was a very pleas­ant dance,” said Al­fred. “Miss Bog­gs told me you danced the round dance.”

			“I was much sur­prised and pleased,” said Bet­ty, who had in­deed en­joyed it.

			“It has been a de­light­ful day,” went on Al­fred, see­ing that Bet­ty was still con­fused. “I al­most killed my­self in that race for the bot­tle this morn­ing. I nev­er saw such logs and brush heaps and ditch­es in my life. I am sure that if the fever of reck­less­ness which seemed in the air had not sud­den­ly seized me I would nev­er have put my horse at such leaps.”

			“I heard my broth­er say your horse was one of the best he had ev­er seen, and that you rode su­perbly,” mur­mured Bet­ty.

			“Well, to be hon­est, I would not care to take that ride again. It cer­tain­ly was not fair to the horse.”

			“How do you like the fort by this time?”

			“Miss Zane, I am learn­ing to love this free, wild life. I re­al­ly think I was made for the fron­tier. The odd cus­toms and man­ners which seemed strange at first have be­come very ac­cept­able to me now. I find ev­ery­one so hon­est and sim­ple and brave. Here one must work to live, which is right. Do you know, I nev­er worked in my life un­til I came to Fort Hen­ry. My life was all use­less­ness, idle­ness.”

			“I can hard­ly be­lieve that,” an­swered Bet­ty. “You have learned to dance and ride and—”

			“What?” asked Al­fred, as Bet­ty hes­i­tat­ed.

			“Nev­er mind. It was an ac­com­plish­ment with which the girls cred­it­ed you,” said Bet­ty, with a lit­tle laugh.

			“I sup­pose I did not de­serve it. I heard I had a sin­gu­lar ap­ti­tude for dis­cov­er­ing young ladies in dis­tress.”

			“Have you be­come well ac­quaint­ed with the boys?” asked Bet­ty, has­ten­ing to change the sub­ject.

			“Oh, yes, par­tic­u­lar­ly with your In­di­an­ized broth­er, Isaac. He is the finest fel­low, as well as the most in­ter­est­ing, I ev­er knew. I like Colonel Zane im­mense­ly too. The dark, qui­et fel­low, Jack, or John, they call him, is not like your oth­er broth­ers. The hunter, Wet­zel, in­spires me with awe. Ev­ery­one has been most kind to me and I have al­most for­got­ten that I was a wan­der­er.”

			“I am glad to hear that,” said Bet­ty.

			“Miss Zane,” con­tin­ued Al­fred, “doubt­less you have heard that I came West be­cause I was com­pelled to leave my home. Please do not be­lieve ev­ery­thing you hear of me. Some day I may tell you my sto­ry if you care to hear it. Suf­fice it to say now that I left my home of my own free will and I could go back to­mor­row.”

			“I did not mean to im­ply—” be­gan Bet­ty, col­or­ing.

			“Of course not. But tell me about your­self. Is it not rather dull and lone­some here for you?”

			“It was last win­ter. But I have been con­tent­ed and hap­py this sum­mer. Of course, it is not Phil­a­del­phia life, and I miss the ex­cite­ment and gayety of my un­cle’s house. I knew my place was with my broth­ers. My aunt plead­ed with me to live with her and not go to the wilder­ness. I had ev­ery­thing I want­ed there—lux­u­ry, so­ci­ety, par­ties, balls, dances, friends—all that the heart of a girl could de­sire, but I pre­ferred to come to this lit­tle fron­tier set­tle­ment. Strange choice for a girl, was it not?”

			“Un­usu­al, yes,” an­swered Al­fred, grave­ly. “And I can­not but won­der what mo­tives ac­tu­at­ed our com­ing to Fort Hen­ry. I came to seek my for­tune. You came to bring sun­shine in­to the home of your broth­er, and left your for­tune be­hind you. Well, your mo­tive has the el­e­ment of no­bil­i­ty. Mine has noth­ing but that of reck­less­ness. I would like to read the fu­ture.”

			“I do not think it is right to have such a wish. With the veil rolled away could you work as hard, ac­com­plish as much? I do not want to know the fu­ture. Per­haps some of it will be un­hap­py. I have made my choice and will cheer­ful­ly abide by it. I rather en­vy your be­ing a man. You have the world to con­quer. A wom­an—what can she do? She can knead the dough, ply the distaff, and sit by the lat­tice and watch and wait.”

			“Let us post­pone such melan­choly thoughts un­til some fu­ture day. I have not as yet said any­thing that I in­tend­ed. I wish to tell you how sor­ry I am that I act­ed in such a rude way the night your broth­er came home. I do not know what made me do so, but I know I have re­gret­ted it ev­er since. Will you for­give me and may we not be friends?”

			“I—I do not know,” said Bet­ty, sur­prised and vague­ly trou­bled by the earnest light in his eyes.

			“But why? Sure­ly you will make some lit­tle al­lowance for a nat­u­ral­ly quick tem­per, and you know you did not—that you were—”

			“Yes, I re­mem­ber I was hasty and un­kind. But I made amends, or at least, I tried to do so.”

			“Try to over­look my stu­pid­i­ty. I will not give up un­til you for­give me. Con­sid­er how much you can avoid by be­ing gen­er­ous.”

			“Very well, then, I will for­give you,” said Bet­ty, who had ar­rived at the con­clu­sion that this young man was one of de­ter­mi­na­tion.

			“Thank you. I prom­ise you shall nev­er re­gret it. And the sprained an­kle? It must be well, as I no­ticed you danced beau­ti­ful­ly.”

			“I am com­pelled to be­lieve what the girls say—that you are in­clined to the lan­guage of com­pli­ment. My an­kle is near­ly well, thank you. It hurts a lit­tle now and then.”

			“Speak­ing of your ac­ci­dent re­minds me of the day it hap­pened,” said Al­fred, watch­ing her close­ly. He de­sired to tease her a lit­tle, but he was not sure of his ground. “I had been all day in the woods with noth­ing but my thoughts—most­ly un­hap­py ones—for com­pa­ny. When I met you I pre­tend­ed to be sur­prised. As a mat­ter of fact I was not, for I had fol­lowed your dog. He took a lik­ing to me and I was ex­treme­ly pleased, I as­sure you. Well, I saw your face a mo­ment be­fore you knew I was near you. When you heard my foot­steps you turned with a re­lieved and joy­ous cry. When you saw whom it was your glad ex­pres­sion changed, and if I had been a hos­tile Wyan­dot you could not have looked more un­friend­ly. Such a woe­ful, tearstained face I nev­er saw.”

			“Mr. Clarke, please do not speak any more of that,” said Bet­ty, with dig­ni­ty. “I de­sire that you for­get it.”

			“I will for­get all ex­cept that it was I who had the hap­pi­ness of find­ing you and of help­ing you. I can­not for­get that. I am sure we should nev­er have been friends but for that ac­ci­dent.”

			“There is Isaac. He is look­ing for me,” an­swered Bet­ty, ris­ing.

			“Wait a mo­ment longer—please. He will find you,” said Al­fred, de­tain­ing her. “Since you have been so kind I have grown bold­er. May I come over to see you to­mor­row?”

			He looked straight down in­to the dark eyes which wa­vered and fell be­fore he had com­plet­ed his ques­tion.

			“There is Isaac. He can­not see me here. I must go.”

			“But not be­fore telling me. What is the good of your for­giv­ing me if I may not see you. Please say yes.”

			“You may come,” an­swered Bet­ty, half amused and half pro­voked at his per­sis­tence. “I should think you would know that such per­mis­sion in­vari­ably goes with a young wom­an’s for­give­ness.”

			“Hel­lo, here you are. What a time I have had in find­ing you,” said Isaac, com­ing up with flushed face and eyes bright with ex­cite­ment. “Al­fred, what do you mean by hid­ing the belle of the dance away like this? I want to dance with you, Betts. I am hav­ing a fine time. I have not danced any­thing but In­di­an dances for ages. Sor­ry to take her away, Al­fred. I can see she doesn’t want to go. Ha! Ha!” and with a mis­chievous look at both of them he led Bet­ty away.

			Al­fred kept his seat awhile lost in thought. Sud­den­ly he re­mem­bered that it would look strange if he did not make him­self agree­able, so he got up and found a part­ner. He danced with Al­ice, Ly­dia, and the oth­er young ladies. Af­ter an hour he slipped away to his room. He wished to be alone. He want­ed to think; to de­cide whether it would be best for him to stay at the fort, or ride away in the dark­ness and nev­er re­turn. With the friend­ly touch of Bet­ty’s hand the mad­ness with which he had been bat­tling for weeks rushed over him stronger than ev­er. The thrill of that soft lit­tle palm re­mained with him, and he pressed the hand it had touched to his lips.

			For a long hour he sat by his win­dow. He could dim­ly see the broad wind­ing riv­er, with its cur­tain of pale gray mist, and be­yond, the dark out­line of the for­est. A cool breeze from the wa­ter fanned his heat­ed brow, and the qui­et and soli­tude soothed him.

		
	
		
			IV

			“Good morn­ing, Har­ry. Where are you go­ing so ear­ly?” called Bet­ty from the door­way.

			A lad was pass­ing down the path in front of Colonel Zane’s house as Bet­ty hailed him. He car­ried a ri­fle al­most as long as him­self.

			“Mornin’, Bet­ty. I am goin’ ’cross the crick fer that tur­key I hear gob­blin’,” he an­swered, stop­ping at the gate and smil­ing bright­ly at Bet­ty.

			“Hel­lo, Har­ry Ben­net. Go­ing af­ter that tur­key? I have heard him sev­er­al morn­ings and he must be a big, healthy gob­bler,” said Colonel Zane, step­ping to the door. “You are go­ing to have com­pa­ny. Here comes Wet­zel.”

			“Good morn­ing, Lew. Are you too off on a tur­key hunt?” said Bet­ty.

			“Lis­ten,” said the hunter, as he stopped and leaned against the gate. They lis­tened. All was qui­et save for the tin­kle of a cow­bell in the pas­ture ad­join­ing the Colonel’s barn. Present­ly the si­lence was bro­ken by a long, shrill, pe­cu­liar cry.

			“Chug-a-lug, chug-a-lug, chug-a-lug-chug.”

			“Well, it’s a tur­key, all right, and I’ll bet a big gob­bler,” re­marked Colonel Zane, as the cry ceased.

			“Has Jonathan heard it?” asked Wet­zel.

			“Not that I know of. Why do you ask?” said the Colonel, in a low tone. “Look here, Lew, is that not a gen­uine call?”

			“Good­bye, Har­ry, be sure and bring me a tur­key,” called Bet­ty, as she dis­ap­peared.

			“I calk­i­late it’s a red tur­key,” an­swered the hunter, and mo­tion­ing the lad to stay be­hind, he shoul­dered his ri­fle and passed swift­ly down the path.

			Of all the Wet­zel fam­i­ly—a fam­i­ly not­ed from one end of the fron­tier to the oth­er—Lewis was the most fa­mous. The ear­ly his­to­ry of West Vir­ginia and Ohio is re­plete with the dar­ing deeds of this wilder­ness roamer, this lone hunter and in­sa­tiable Neme­sis, just­ly called the great­est In­di­an slay­er known to men.

			When Lewis was about twen­ty years old, and his broth­ers John and Mar­tin lit­tle old­er, they left their Vir­ginia home for a pro­tract­ed hunt. On their re­turn they found the smok­ing ru­ins of the home, the man­gled re­mains of fa­ther and moth­er, the naked and vi­o­lat­ed bod­ies of their sis­ters, and the scalped and bleed­ing corpse of a ba­by broth­er.

			Lewis Wet­zel swore sleep­less and eter­nal vengeance on the whole In­di­an race. Ter­ri­bly did he car­ry out that res­o­lu­tion. From that time for­ward he lived most of the time in the woods, and an In­di­an who crossed his trail was a doomed man. The var­i­ous In­di­an tribes gave him dif­fer­ent names. The Shawnees called him “Long Knife;” the Hurons, “De­stroy­er;” the Delawares, “Death Wind,” and any one of these names would chill the heart of the stoutest war­rior.

			To most of the famed pi­o­neer hunters of the bor­der, In­di­an fight­ing was on­ly a side is­sue—gen­er­al­ly a nec­es­sary one—but with Wet­zel it was the busi­ness of his life. He lived sole­ly to kill In­di­ans. He plunged reck­less­ly in­to the strife, and was nev­er con­tent un­less roam­ing the wilder­ness soli­tudes, trail­ing the sav­ages to their very homes and am­bush­ing the vil­lage bri­dlepath like a pan­ther wait­ing for his prey. Of­ten in the gray of the morn­ing the In­di­ans, sleep­ing around their camp­fire, were awak­ened by a hor­ri­ble, screech­ing yell. They start­ed up in ter­ror on­ly to fall vic­tims to the tom­a­hawk of their mer­ci­less foe, or to hear a ri­fle shot and get a glimpse of a form with fly­ing black hair dis­ap­pear­ing with won­der­ful quick­ness in the for­est. Wet­zel al­ways left death be­hind him, and he was gone be­fore his de­mo­ni­ac yell ceased to echo through­out the woods. Al­though of­ten pur­sued, he in­vari­ably elud­ed the In­di­ans, for he was the fleetest run­ner on the bor­der.

			For many years he was con­sid­ered the right hand of the de­fense of the fort. The In­di­ans held him in su­per­sti­tious dread, and the fact that he was known to be in the set­tle­ment had avert­ed more than one at­tack by the In­di­ans.

			Many re­gard­ed Wet­zel as a sav­age, a man who was mad for the blood of the red men, and with­out one re­deem­ing qual­i­ty. But this was an un­just opin­ion. When that rest­less fever for re­venge left him—it was not al­ways with him—he was qui­et and peace­able. To those few who knew him well he was even ami­able. But Wet­zel, al­though known to ev­ery­one, cared for few. He spent lit­tle time in the set­tle­ments and rarely spoke ex­cept when ad­dressed.

			Na­ture had sin­gu­lar­ly fit­ted him for his pre­em­i­nent po­si­tion among scouts and hunters. He was tall and broad across the shoul­ders; his strength, agili­ty and en­durance were mar­velous; he had an ea­gle eye, the sagac­i­ty of the blood­hound, and that in­tu­itive knowl­edge which plays such an im­por­tant part in a hunter’s life. He knew not fear. He was dar­ing where dar­ing was the wis­er part. Crafty, tire­less and im­pla­ca­ble, Wet­zel was in­com­pa­ra­ble in his vo­ca­tion.

			His long raven-black hair, of which he was vain, when combed out reached to with­in a foot of the ground. He had a rare scalp, one for which the In­di­ans would have bartered any­thing.

			A fa­vorite In­di­an de­coy, and the most fa­tal one, was the im­i­ta­tion of the call of the wild tur­key. It had of­ten hap­pened that men from the set­tle­ments who had gone out for a tur­key which had been gob­bling, had not re­turned.

			For sev­er­al morn­ings Wet­zel had heard a tur­key call, and be­com­ing sus­pi­cious of it, had de­ter­mined to sat­is­fy him­self. On the east side of the creek hill there was a cav­ern some fifty or six­ty yards above the wa­ter. The en­trance to this cav­ern was con­cealed by vines and fo­liage. Wet­zel knew of it, and, cross­ing the stream some dis­tance above, he made a wide cir­cuit and came up back of the cave. Here he con­cealed him­self in a clump of bush­es and wait­ed. He had not been there long when di­rect­ly be­low him sound­ed the cry, “Chug-a-lug, Chug-a-lug, Chug-a-lug.” At the same time the pol­ished head and brawny shoul­ders of an In­di­an war­rior rose out of the cav­ern. Peer­ing cau­tious­ly around, the sav­age again gave the pe­cu­liar cry, and then sank back out of sight. Wet­zel screened him­self safe­ly in his po­si­tion and watched the sav­age re­peat the ac­tion at least ten times be­fore he made up his mind that the In­di­an was alone in the cave. When he had sat­is­fied him­self of this he took a quick aim at the twist­ed tuft of hair and fired. With­out wait­ing to see the re­sult of his shot—so well did he trust his unerring aim—he climbed down the steep bank and brush­ing aside the vines en­tered the cave. A stal­wart In­di­an lay in the en­trance with his face pressed down on the vines. He still clutched in his sinewy fin­gers the buck­horn mouth­piece with which he had made the calls that had re­sult­ed in his death.

			“Huron,” mut­tered the hunter to him­self as he ran the keen edge of his knife around the twist­ed tuft of hair and tore off the scalplock.

			The cave showed ev­i­dence of hav­ing been in­hab­it­ed for some time. There was a cun­ning­ly con­trived fire­place made of stones, against which pieces of birch bark were placed in such a po­si­tion that not a ray of light could get out of the cav­ern. The bed of black coals be­tween the stones still smoked; a quan­ti­ty of parched corn lay on a lit­tle rocky shelf which jut­ted out from the wall; a piece of jerked meat and a buck­skin pouch hung from a peg.

			Sud­den­ly Wet­zel dropped on his knees and be­gan ex­am­in­ing the foot­prints in the sandy floor of the cav­ern. He mea­sured the length and width of the dead war­rior’s foot. He close­ly scru­ti­nized ev­ery moc­casin print. He crawled to the open­ing of the cav­ern and care­ful­ly sur­veyed the moss.

			Then he rose to his feet. A re­mark­able trans­for­ma­tion had come over him dur­ing the last few mo­ments. His face had changed; the calm ex­pres­sion was re­placed by one sullen and fierce; his lips were set in a thin, cru­el line, and a strange light glit­tered in his eyes.

			He slow­ly pur­sued a course lend­ing grad­u­al­ly down to the creek. At in­ter­vals he would stop and lis­ten. The strange voic­es of the woods were not mys­ter­ies to him. They were more fa­mil­iar to him than the voic­es of men.

			He re­called that, while on his cir­cuit over the ridge to get be­hind the cav­ern, he had heard the re­port of a ri­fle far off in the di­rec­tion of the chest­nut grove, but, as that was a fa­vorite place of the set­tlers for shoot­ing squir­rels, he had not thought any­thing of it at the time. Now it had a pe­cu­liar sig­nif­i­cance. He turned abrupt­ly from the trail he had been fol­low­ing and plunged down the steep hill. Cross­ing the creek he took to the cov­er of the wil­lows, which grew pro­fuse­ly along the banks, and strik­ing a sort of bri­dle path he start­ed on a run. He ran eas­i­ly, as though ac­cus­tomed to that mode of trav­el, and his long strides cov­ered a cou­ple of miles in short or­der. Com­ing to the rugged bluff, which marked the end of the ridge, he stopped and walked slow­ly along the edge of the wa­ter. He struck the trail of the In­di­ans where it crossed the creek, just where he ex­pect­ed. There were sev­er­al moc­casin tracks in the wet sand and, in some of the de­pres­sions made by the heels the round­ed edges of the im­prints were still smooth and in­tact. The lit­tle pools of mud­dy wa­ter, which still lay in these hol­lows, were oth­er in­di­ca­tions to his keen eyes that the In­di­ans had passed this point ear­ly that morn­ing.

			The trail led up the hill and far in­to the woods. Nev­er in doubt the hunter kept on his course; like a shad­ow he passed from tree to tree and from bush to bush; silent­ly, cau­tious­ly, but rapid­ly he fol­lowed the tracks of the In­di­ans. When he had pen­e­trat­ed the dark back­woods of the Black For­est, tan­gled un­der­brush, wind­falls and gul­lies crossed his path and ren­dered fast trail­ing im­pos­si­ble. Be­fore these al­most im­pas­si­ble bar­ri­ers he stopped and peered on all sides, study­ing the lay of the land, the dead­falls, the gorges, and all the time keep­ing in mind the prob­a­ble route of the red­skins. Then he turned aside to avoid the rough­est trav­el­ling. Some­times these de­tours were on­ly a few hun­dred feet long; of­ten they were miles; but near­ly al­ways he struck the trail again. This al­most su­per­hu­man knowl­edge of the In­di­an’s ways of travers­ing the for­est, which prob­a­bly no man could have pos­sessed with­out giv­ing his life to the hunt­ing of In­di­ans, was the one fea­ture of Wet­zel’s wood­craft which placed him so far above oth­er hunters, and made him so dread­ed by the sav­ages.

			De­scend­ing a knoll he en­tered a glade where the trees grew far­ther apart and the un­der­brush was on­ly knee high. The black soil showed that the tract of land had been burned over. On the banks of a bab­bling brook which wound its way through this open space, the hunter found tracks which brought an ex­cla­ma­tion from him. Clear­ly de­fined in the soft earth was the im­press of a white man’s moc­casin. The foot­prints of an In­di­an toe in­ward. Those of a white man are just the op­po­site. A lit­tle far­ther on Wet­zel came to a slight crush­ing of the moss, where he con­clud­ed some heavy body had fall­en. As he had seen the tracks of a buck and doe all the way down the brook he thought it prob­a­ble one of them had been shot by the white hunter. He found a pool of blood sur­round­ed by moc­casin prints; and from that spot the trail led straight to­ward the west, show­ing that for some rea­son the In­di­ans had changed their di­rec­tion.

			This new move puz­zled the hunter, and he leaned against the trunk of a tree, while he re­volved in his mind the rea­sons for this abrupt de­par­ture—for such he be­lieved it. The trail he had fol­lowed for miles was the de­vi­ous trail of hunt­ing In­di­ans, steal­ing slow­ly and stealth­ily along watch­ing for their prey, whether it be man or beast. The trail to­ward the west was straight as the crow flies; the moc­casin prints that in­dent­ed the soil were wide apart, and to an in­ex­pe­ri­enced eye looked like the track of one In­di­an. To Wet­zel this in­di­cat­ed that the In­di­ans had all stepped in the tracks of a lead­er.

			As was usu­al­ly his way, Wet­zel de­cid­ed quick­ly. He had cal­cu­lat­ed that there were eight In­di­ans in all, not count­ing the chief whom he had shot. This par­ty of In­di­ans had ei­ther killed or cap­tured the white man who had been hunt­ing. Wet­zel be­lieved that a part of the In­di­ans would push on with all pos­si­ble speed, leav­ing some of their num­ber to am­bush the trail or dou­ble back on it to see if they were pur­sued.

			An hour of pa­tient wait­ing, in which he nev­er moved from his po­si­tion, proved the wis­dom of his judg­ment. Sud­den­ly, away at the oth­er end of the grove, he caught a flash of brown, of a liv­ing, mov­ing some­thing, like the flit­ting of a bird be­hind a tree. Was it a bird or a squir­rel? Then again he saw it, al­most lost in the shade of the for­est. Sev­er­al min­utes passed, in which Wet­zel nev­er moved and hard­ly breathed. The shad­ow had dis­ap­peared be­hind a tree. He fixed his keen eyes on that tree and present­ly a dark ob­ject glid­ed from it and dart­ed stealth­ily for­ward to an­oth­er tree. One, two, three dark forms fol­lowed the first one. They were In­di­an war­riors, and they moved so quick­ly that on­ly the eyes of a woods­man like Wet­zel could have dis­cerned their move­ments at that dis­tance.

			Prob­a­bly most hunters would have tak­en to their heels while there was yet time. The thought did not oc­cur to Wet­zel. He slow­ly raised the ham­mer of his ri­fle. As the In­di­ans came in­to plain view he saw they did not sus­pect his pres­ence, but were re­turn­ing on the trail in their cus­tom­ary cau­tious man­ner.

			When the first war­rior reached a big oak tree some two hun­dred yards dis­tant, the long, black bar­rel of the hunter’s ri­fle be­gan slow­ly, al­most im­per­cep­ti­bly, to rise, and as it reached a lev­el the sav­age stepped for­ward from the tree. With the sharp re­port of the weapon he stag­gered and fell.

			Wet­zel sprang up and know­ing that his on­ly es­cape was in rapid flight, with his well known yell, he bound­ed off at the top of his speed. The re­main­ing In­di­ans dis­charged their guns at the flee­ing, dodg­ing fig­ure, but with­out ef­fect. So rapid­ly did he dart in and out among the trees that an ef­fec­tu­al aim was im­pos­si­ble. Then, with loud yells, the In­di­ans, draw­ing their tom­a­hawks, start­ed in pur­suit, ex­pect­ing soon to over­take their vic­tim.

			In the ear­ly years of his In­di­an hunt­ing, Wet­zel had per­fect­ed him­self in a prac­tice which had saved his life many tunes, and had added much to his fame. He could reload his ri­fle while run­ning at top­most speed. His ex­tra­or­di­nary fleet­ness en­abled him to keep ahead of his pur­suers un­til his ri­fle was reload­ed. This trick he now em­ployed. Keep­ing up his un­even pace un­til his gun was ready, he turned quick­ly and shot the near­est In­di­an dead in his tracks. The next In­di­an had by this time near­ly come up with him and close enough to throw his tom­a­hawk, which whizzed dan­ger­ous­ly near Wet­zel’s head. But he leaped for­ward again and soon his ri­fle was reload­ed. Ev­ery time he looked around the In­di­ans treed, afraid to face his unerring weapon. Af­ter run­ning a mile or more in this man­ner, he reached an open space in the woods where he wheeled sud­den­ly on his pur­suers. The fore­most In­di­an jumped be­hind a tree, but, as it did not en­tire­ly screen his body, he, too, fell a vic­tim to the hunter’s aim. The In­di­an must have been des­per­ate­ly wound­ed, for his com­pan­ion now aban­doned the chase and went to his as­sis­tance. To­geth­er they dis­ap­peared in the for­est.

			Wet­zel, see­ing that he was no longer pur­sued, slack­ened his pace and pro­ceed­ed thought­ful­ly to­ward the set­tle­ment.

			

			That same day, sev­er­al hours af­ter Wet­zel’s de­par­ture in quest of the tur­key, Al­fred Clarke strolled over from the fort and found Colonel Zane in the yard. The Colonel was in­dus­tri­ous­ly stir­ring the con­tents of a huge cop­per ket­tle which swung over a brisk wood fire. The hon­eyed fra­grance of ap­ple but­ter min­gled with the pun­gent odor of burn­ing hick­o­ry.

			“Morn­ing, Al­fred, you see they have me at it,” was the Colonel’s salute.

			“So I ob­serve,” an­swered Al­fred, as he seat­ed him­self on the wood­pile. “What is it you are churn­ing so vig­or­ous­ly?”

			“Ap­ple but­ter, my boy, ap­ple but­ter. I don’t al­low even Bessie to help when I am mak­ing ap­ple but­ter.”

			“Colonel Zane, I have come over to ask a fa­vor. Ev­er since you no­ti­fied us that you in­tend­ed send­ing an ex­pe­di­tion up the riv­er I have been wor­ried about my horse Roger. He is too light for a pack horse, and I can­not take two hors­es.”

			“I’ll let you have the bay. He is big and strong enough. That black horse of yours is a beau­ty. You leave Roger with me and if you nev­er come back I’ll be in a fine horse. Ha! Ha! But, se­ri­ous­ly, Clarke, this pro­posed trip is a haz­ardous un­der­tak­ing, and if you would rather stay—”

			“You mis­un­der­stand me,” quick­ly replied Al­fred, who had flushed. “I do not care about my­self. I’ll go and take my medicine. But I do mind about my horse.”

			“That’s right. Al­ways think of your hors­es. I’ll have Sam take the best of care of Roger.”

			“What is the na­ture of this ex­cur­sion, and how long shall we be gone?”

			“Jonathan will guide the par­ty. He says it will take six weeks if you have pleas­ant weath­er. You are to go by way of Short Creek, where you will help put up a block­house. Then you go to Fort Pitt. There you will em­bark on a raft with the sup­plies I need and make the re­turn jour­ney by wa­ter. You will prob­a­bly smell gun­pow­der be­fore you get back.”

			“What shall we do with the hors­es?”

			“Bring them along with you on the raft, of course.”

			“That is a new way to trav­el with hors­es,” said Al­fred, look­ing du­bi­ous­ly at the swift riv­er. “Will there be any way to get news from Fort Hen­ry while we are away?”

			“Yes, there will be sev­er­al run­ners.”

			“Mr. Clarke, I am go­ing to feed my pets. Would you like to see them?” asked a voice which brought Al­fred to his feet. He turned and saw Bet­ty. Her dog fol­lowed her, car­ry­ing a bas­ket.

			“I shall be de­light­ed,” an­swered Al­fred. “Have you more pets than Tige and Mad­cap?”

			“Oh, yes, in­deed. I have a bear, six squir­rels, one of them white, and some pi­geons.”

			Bet­ty led the way to an en­clo­sure ad­join­ing Colonel Zane’s barn. It was about twen­ty feet square, made of pine saplings which had been split and driv­en firm­ly in­to the ground. As Bet­ty took down a bar and opened the small gate a num­ber of white pi­geons flut­tered down from the roof of the barn, sev­er­al of them alight­ing on her shoul­ders. A half-grown black bear came out of a ken­nel and shuf­fled to­ward her. He was un­mis­tak­ably glad to see her, but he avoid­ed go­ing near Tige, and looked doubt­ful­ly at the young man. But af­ter Al­fred had stroked his head and had spo­ken to him he seemed dis­posed to be friend­ly, for he sniffed around Al­fred’s knees and then stood up and put his paws against the young man’s shoul­ders.

			“Here, Cae­sar, get down,” said Bet­ty. “He al­ways wants to wres­tle, es­pe­cial­ly with any­one of whom he is not sus­pi­cious. He is very tame and will do al­most any­thing. In­deed, you would mar­vel at his in­tel­li­gence. He nev­er for­gets an in­jury. If any­one plays a trick on him you may be sure that per­son will not get a sec­ond op­por­tu­ni­ty. The night we caught him Tige chased him up a tree and Jonathan climbed the tree and las­soed him. Ev­er since he has evinced a ha­tred of Jonathan, and if I should leave Tige alone with him there would be a ter­ri­ble fight. But for that I could al­low Cae­sar to run free about the yard.”

			“He looks bright and saga­cious,” re­marked Al­fred.

			“He is, but some­times he gets in­to mis­chief. I near­ly died laugh­ing one day. Bessie, my broth­er’s wife, you know, had the big ket­tle on the fire, just as you saw it a mo­ment ago, on­ly this time she was boil­ing down maple syrup. Tige was out with some of the men and I let Cae­sar loose awhile. If there is any­thing he loves it is maple sug­ar, so when he smelled the syrup he pulled down the ket­tle and the hot syrup went all over his nose. Oh, his howls were dread­ful to hear. The fun­ni­est part about it was he seemed to think it was in­ten­tion­al, for he re­mained sulky and cross with me for two weeks.”

			“I can un­der­stand your love for an­i­mals,” said Al­fred. “I think there are many in­ter­est­ing things about wild crea­tures. There are com­par­a­tive­ly few an­i­mals down in Vir­ginia where I used to live, and my op­por­tu­ni­ties to study them have been lim­it­ed.”

			“Here are my squir­rels,” said Bet­ty, un­fas­ten­ing the door of a cage. A num­ber of squir­rels ran out. Sev­er­al jumped to the ground. One perched on top of the box. An­oth­er sprang on Bet­ty’s shoul­der. “I fas­ten them up ev­ery night, for I’m afraid the weasels and fox­es will get them. The white squir­rel is the on­ly al­bi­no we have seen around here. It took Jonathan weeks to trap him, but once cap­tured he soon grew tame. Is he not pret­ty?”

			“He cer­tain­ly is. I nev­er saw one be­fore; in fact, I did not know such a beau­ti­ful lit­tle an­i­mal ex­ist­ed,” an­swered Al­fred, look­ing in ad­mi­ra­tion at the grace­ful crea­ture, as he leaped from the shelf to Bet­ty’s arm and ate from her hand, his great, bushy white tail arch­ing over his back and his small pink eyes shin­ing.

			“There! Lis­ten,” said Bet­ty. “Look at the fox squir­rel, the big brown­ish red one. I call him the Cap­tain, be­cause he al­ways wants to boss the oth­ers. I had an­oth­er fox squir­rel, old­er than this fel­low, and he ran things to suit him­self, un­til one day the grays unit­ed their forces and rout­ed him. I think they would have killed him had I not freed him. Well, this one is com­menc­ing the same way. Do you hear that odd click­ing noise? That comes from the Cap­tain’s teeth, and he is an­gry and jeal­ous be­cause I show so much at­ten­tion to this one. He al­ways does that, and he would fight too if I were not care­ful. It is a sin­gu­lar fact, though, that the white squir­rel has not even a lit­tle pug­nac­i­ty. He ei­ther can­not fight, or he is too well be­haved. Here, Mr. Clarke, show Snow­ball this nut, and then hide it in your pock­et, and see him find it.”

			Al­fred did as he was told, ex­cept that while he pre­tend­ed to put the nut in his pock­et he re­al­ly kept it con­cealed in his hand.

			The pet squir­rel leaped light­ly on Al­fred’s shoul­der, ran over his breast, peeped in all his pock­ets, and even pushed his cap to one side of his head. Then he ran down Al­fred’s arm, sniffed in his coat sleeve, and fi­nal­ly wedged a cold lit­tle nose be­tween his closed fin­gers.

			“There, he has found it, even though you did not play fair,” said Bet­ty, laugh­ing gai­ly.

			Al­fred nev­er for­got the pic­ture Bet­ty made stand­ing there with the red cap on her dusky hair, and the lov­ing smile up­on her face as she talked to her pets. A white fan­tail pi­geon had alight­ed on her shoul­der and was pick­ing dain­ti­ly at the piece of crack­er she held be­tween her lips. The squir­rels were all sit­ting up, each with a nut in his lit­tle paws, and each with an alert and cun­ning look in the cor­ner of his eye, to pre­vent, no doubt, be­ing sur­prised out of a por­tion of his nut. Cae­sar was ly­ing on all fours, growl­ing and tear­ing at his break­fast, while the dog looked on with a su­pe­ri­or air, as if he knew they would not have had any break­fast but for him.

			“Are you fond of ca­noe­ing and fish­ing?” asked Bet­ty, as they re­turned to the house.

			“In­deed I am. Isaac has tak­en me out on the riv­er of­ten. Ca­noe­ing may be pleas­ant for a girl, but I nev­er knew one who cared for fish­ing.”

			“Now you be­hold one. I love dear old Iza­ak Wal­ton. Of course, you have read his books?”

			“I am ashamed to say I have not.”

			“And you say you are a fish­er­man? Well, you have a great plea­sure in store, as well as an op­por­tu­ni­ty to learn some­thing of the ‘con­tem­pla­tive man’s recre­ation.’ I shall lend you the books.”

			“I have not seen a book since I came to Fort Hen­ry.”

			“I have a fine lit­tle li­brary, and you are wel­come to any of my books. But to re­turn to fish­ing. I love it, and yet I near­ly al­ways al­low the fish to go free. Some­times I bring home a pret­ty sun­fish, place him in a tub of wa­ter, watch him and try to tame him. But I must ad­mit fail­ure. It is the as­so­ci­a­tion which makes fish­ing so de­light­ful. The ca­noe glid­ing down a swift stream, the open air, the blue sky, the birds and trees and flow­ers—these are what I love. Come and see my ca­noe.”

			Thus Bet­ty rat­tled on as she led the way through the sit­ting room and kitchen to Colonel Zane’s mag­a­zine and store­house which opened in­to the kitchen. This lit­tle low-roofed hut con­tained a va­ri­ety of things. Box­es, bar­rels and farm­ing im­ple­ments filled one cor­ner; packs of dried skins were piled against the wall; some ot­ter and fox pelts were stretched on the wall, and a num­ber of pow­der kegs lined a shelf. A slen­der ca­noe swung from ropes thrown over the rafters. Al­fred slipped it out of the loops and car­ried it out­side.

			The ca­noe was a su­perb spec­i­men of In­di­an hand­i­work. It had a length of four­teen feet and was made of birch bark, stretched over a light frame­work of bass­wood. The bow curved grace­ful­ly up­ward, end­ing in a carved im­age rep­re­sent­ing a war­rior’s head. The sides were beau­ti­ful­ly or­na­ment­ed and dec­o­rat­ed in fan­ci­ful In­di­an de­signs.

			“My broth­er’s In­di­an guide, Tome­pome­ha­la, a Shawnee chief, made it for me. You see this de­sign on the bow. The ar­row and the arm mean in In­di­an lan­guage, ‘The race is to the swift and the strong.’ The ca­noe is very light. See, I can eas­i­ly car­ry it,” said Bet­ty, lift­ing it from the grass.

			She ran in­to the house and present­ly came out with two rods, a book and a bas­ket.

			“These are Jack’s rods. He cut them out of the heart of ten-year-old bass­wood trees, so he says. We must be care­ful of them.”

			Al­fred ex­am­ined the rods with the eye of a con­nois­seur and pro­nounced them per­fect.

			“These rods have been made by a lover of the art. Any­one with half an eye could see that. What shall we use for bait?” he said.

			“Sam got me some this morn­ing.”

			“Did you ex­pect to go?” asked Al­fred, look­ing up in sur­prise.

			“Yes, I in­tend­ed go­ing, and as you said you were com­ing over, I meant to ask you to ac­com­pa­ny me.”

			“That was kind of you.”

			“Where are you young peo­ple go­ing?” called Colonel Zane, stop­ping in his task.

			“We are go­ing down to the sycamore,” an­swered Bet­ty.

			“Very well. But be cer­tain and stay on this side of the creek and do not go out on the riv­er,” said the Colonel.

			“Why, Eb, what do you mean? One might think Mr. Clarke and I were chil­dren,” ex­claimed Bet­ty.

			“You cer­tain­ly aren’t much more. But that is not my rea­son. Nev­er mind the rea­son. Do as I say or do not go,” said Colonel Zane.

			“All right, broth­er. I shall not for­get,” said Bet­ty, sober­ly, look­ing at the Colonel. He had not spo­ken in his usu­al teas­ing way, and she was at a loss to un­der­stand him. “Come, Mr. Clarke, you car­ry the ca­noe and fol­low me down this path and look sharp for roots and stones or you may trip.”

			“Where is Isaac?” asked Al­fred, as he light­ly swung the ca­noe over his shoul­der.

			“He took his ri­fle and went up to the chest­nut grove an hour or more ago.”

			A few min­utes’ walk down the wil­low skirt­ed path and they reached the creek. Here it was a nar­row stream, hard­ly fifty feet wide, shal­low, and full of stones over which the clear brown wa­ter rushed nois­i­ly.

			“Is it not rather risky go­ing down there?” asked Al­fred, as he no­ticed the swift cur­rent and the nu­mer­ous boul­ders pok­ing treach­er­ous heads just above the wa­ter.

			“Of course. That is the great plea­sure in ca­noe­ing,” said Bet­ty, calm­ly. “If you would rather walk—”

			“No, I’ll go if I drown. I was think­ing of you.”

			“It is safe enough if you can han­dle a pad­dle,” said Bet­ty, with a smile at his hes­i­ta­tion. “And, of course, if your part­ner in the ca­noe sits trim.”

			“Per­haps you had bet­ter al­low me to use the pad­dle. Where did you learn to steer a ca­noe?”

			“I be­lieve you are ac­tu­al­ly afraid. Why, I was born on the Po­tomac, and have used a pad­dle since I was old enough to lift one. Come, place the ca­noe in here and we will keep to the near shore un­til we reach the bend. There is a lit­tle fall just be­low this and I love to shoot it.”

			He stead­ied the ca­noe with one hand while he held out the oth­er to help her, but she stepped nim­bly aboard with­out his as­sis­tance.

			“Wait a mo­ment while I catch some crick­ets and grasshop­pers.”

			“Gra­cious! What a fish­er­man. Don’t you know we have had frost?”

			“That’s so,” said Al­fred, abashed by her sim­ple re­mark.

			“But you might find some crick­ets un­der those logs,” said Bet­ty. She laughed mer­ri­ly at the awk­ward spec­ta­cle made by Al­fred crawl­ing over the ground, im­pro­vis­ing a sort of trap out of his hat, and pounc­ing down on a poor lit­tle in­sect.

			“Now, get in care­ful­ly, and give the ca­noe a push. There, we are off,” she said, tak­ing up the pad­dle.

			The lit­tle bark glid­ed slow­ly down stream, at first hug­ging the bank as though re­luc­tant to trust it­self to the deep­er wa­ter, and then gath­er­ing head­way as a few gen­tle strokes of the pad­dle swerved it in­to the cur­rent. Bet­ty knelt on one knee and skill­ful­ly plied the pad­dle, us­ing the In­di­an stroke in which the pad­dle was not re­moved from the wa­ter.

			“This is great!” ex­claimed Al­fred, as he leaned back in the bow fac­ing her. “There is noth­ing more to be de­sired. This beau­ti­ful clear stream, the air so fresh, the gold lined banks, the au­tumn leaves, a guide who—”

			“Look,” said Bet­ty. “There is the fall over which we must pass.”

			He looked ahead and saw that they were swift­ly ap­proach­ing two huge stones that reared them­selves high out of the wa­ter. They were on­ly a few yards apart and sur­round­ed by small­er rocks, about high the wa­ter rushed white with foam.

			“Please do not move!” cried Bet­ty, her eyes shin­ing bright with ex­cite­ment.

			In­deed, the sit­u­a­tion was too nov­el for Al­fred to do any­thing but feel a keen en­joy­ment. He had made up his mind that he was sure to get a duck­ing, but, as he watched Bet­ty’s easy, yet vig­or­ous sweeps with the pad­dle, and her smil­ing, yet res­o­lute lips, he felt re­as­sured. He could see that the fall was not a great one, on­ly a few feet, but one of those glanc­ing sheets of wa­ter like a mill race, and he well knew that if they struck a stone dis­as­ter would be theirs. Twen­ty feet above the white-capped wave which marked the fall, Bet­ty gave a strong for­ward pull on the pad­dle, a deep stroke which mo­men­tar­i­ly re­tard­ed their progress even in that swift cur­rent, and then, a short back­ward stroke, far un­der the stern of the ca­noe, and the lit­tle ves­sel turned straight, al­most in the mid­dle of the course be­tween the two rocks. As she raised her pad­dle in­to the ca­noe and smiled at the fas­ci­nat­ed young man, the bow dipped, and with that pe­cu­liar down­ward move­ment, that swift, ex­hil­a­rat­ing rush so dear­ly loved by ca­noeists, they shot down the smooth in­cline of wa­ter, were lost for a mo­ment in a white cloud of mist, and in an­oth­er they float­ed in­to a placid pool.

			“Was not that de­light­ful?” she asked, with just a lit­tle con­scious pride glow­ing in her dark eyes.

			“Miss Zane, it was more than that. I apol­o­gize for my sus­pi­cions. You have ad­mirable skill. I on­ly wish that on my voy­age down the Riv­er of Life I could have such a sure eye and hand to guide me through the dan­ger­ous reefs and rapids.”

			“You are po­et­i­cal,” said Bet­ty, who laughed, and at the same time blushed slight­ly. “But you are right about the guide. Jonathan says ‘al­ways get a good guide,’ and as guid­ing is his work he ought to know. But this has noth­ing in com­mon with fish­ing, and here is my fa­vorite place un­der the old sycamore.”

			With a long sweep of the pad­dle she ran the ca­noe along­side a stone be­neath a great tree which spread its long branch­es over the creek and shad­ed the pool. It was a grand old tree and must have guard­ed that syl­van spot for cen­turies. The gnarled and knot­ted trunk was scarred and seamed with the rav­ages of time. The up­per part was dead. Long limbs ex­tend­ed sky­ward, gaunt and bare, like the masts of a storm-beat­en ves­sel. The low­er branch­es were white and shin­ing, re­lieved here and there by brown patch­es of bark which curled up like old parch­ment as they shelled away from the in­ner bark. The ground be­neath the tree was car­pet­ed with a vel­vety moss with lit­tle plots of grass and clus­ters of maid­en­hair fern grow­ing on it. From un­der an over­hang­ing rock on the bank a spring of crys­tal wa­ter bub­bled forth.

			Al­fred rigged up the rods, and bait­ing a hook di­rect­ed Bet­ty to throw her line well out in­to the cur­rent and let it float down in­to the ed­dy. She com­plied, and hard­ly had the line reached the cir­cle of the ed­dy, where bits of white foam float­ed round and round, when there was a slight splash, a scream from Bet­ty and she was stand­ing up in the ca­noe hold­ing tight­ly to her rod.

			“Be care­ful!” ex­claimed Al­fred. “Sit down. You will have the ca­noe up­set in a mo­ment. Hold your rod steady and keep the line taut. That’s right. Now lead him round to­ward me. There,” and grasp­ing the line he lift­ed a fine rock bass over the side of the ca­noe.

			“Oh! I al­ways get so in­tense­ly ex­cit­ed,” breath­less­ly cried Bet­ty. “I can’t help it. Jonathan al­ways de­clares he will nev­er take me fish­ing again. Let me see the fish. It’s a gog­gle-eye. Isn’t he pret­ty? Look how fun­ny he bats his eyes,” and she laughed glee­ful­ly as she gin­ger­ly picked up the fish by the tail and dropped him in­to the wa­ter. “Now, Mr. Gog­gle-eye, if you are wise, in fu­ture you will be­ware of tempt­ing look­ing bugs.”

			For an hour they had splen­did sport. The pool teemed with sun­fish. The bait would scarce­ly touch the wa­ter when the lit­tle or­ange col­ored fel­lows would rush for it. Now and then a black bass dart­ed wicked­ly through the school of sun­fish and stole the morsel from them. Or a sharp-nosed fiery-eyed pick­er­el—vul­ture of the wa­ter—ris­ing to the sur­face, and, supreme in his in­dif­fer­ence to man or fish, would swim lazi­ly round un­til he had dis­cov­ered the cause of all this com­mo­tion among the small­er fish­es, and then, open­ing wide his jaws would take the bait with one vo­ra­cious snap.

			Present­ly some­thing took hold of Bet­ty’s line and moved out to­ward the mid­dle of the pool. She struck and the next in­stant her rod was bent dou­ble and the tip un­der wa­ter.

			“Pull your rod up!” shout­ed Al­fred. “Here, hand it to me.”

			But it was too late. A surge right and left, a vi­cious tug, and Bet­ty’s line float­ed on the sur­face of the wa­ter.

			“Now, isn’t that too bad? He has bro­ken my line. Good­ness, I nev­er be­fore felt such a strong fish. What shall I do?”

			“You should be thank­ful you were not pulled in. I have been in a state of fear ev­er since we com­menced fish­ing. You move round in this ca­noe as though it were a raft. Let me pad­dle out to that lit­tle rip­ple and try once there; then we will stop. I know you are tired.”

			Near the cen­ter of the pool a half sub­merged rock checked the cur­rent and caused a lit­tle rip­ple of the wa­ter. Sev­er­al times Al­fred had seen the dark shad­ow of a large fish fol­lowed by a swirl of the wa­ter, and the fran­tic leap­ing of lit­tle bright-sid­ed min­nows in all di­rec­tions. As his hook, bait­ed with a live­ly shin­er, float­ed over the spot, a long, yel­low ob­ject shot from out that shad­ed lair. There was a splash, not un­like that made by the sharp edge of a pad­dle im­pelled by a short, pow­er­ful stroke, the min­now dis­ap­peared, and the broad tail of the fish flapped on the wa­ter. The in­stant Al­fred struck, the wa­ter boiled and the big fish leaped clear in­to the air, shak­ing him­self con­vul­sive­ly to get rid of the hook. He made mad rush­es up and down the pool, un­der the ca­noe, in­to the swift cur­rent and against the rocks, but all to no avail. Steadi­ly Al­fred in­creased the strain on the line and grad­u­al­ly it be­gan to tell, for the plunges of the fish be­came short­er and less fre­quent. Once again, in a last mag­nif­i­cent ef­fort, he leaped straight in­to the air, and fail­ing to get loose, gave up the strug­gle and was drawn gasp­ing and ex­haust­ed to the side of the ca­noe.

			“Are you afraid to touch him?” asked Al­fred.

			“In­deed I am not,” an­swered Bet­ty.

			“Then run your hand gen­tly down the line, slip your fin­gers in un­der his gills and lift him over the side care­ful­ly.”

			“Five pounds,” ex­claimed Al­fred, when the fish lay at his feet. “This is the largest black bass I ev­er caught. It is pity to take such a beau­ti­ful fish out of his el­e­ment.”

			“Let him go, then. May I?” said Bet­ty.

			“No, you have al­lowed them all to go, even the pick­er­el, which I think ought to be killed. We will keep this fel­low alive, and place him in that nice clear pool over in the fort-yard.”

			“I like to watch you play a fish,” said Bet­ty. “Jonathan al­ways hauls them right out. You are so skill­ful. You let this fish run so far and then you checked him. Then you gave him a line to go the oth­er way, and no doubt he felt free once more when you stopped him again.”

			“You are ex­press­ing a sen­ti­ment which has been, is, and al­ways will be par­tic­u­lar­ly pleas­ing to the fair sex, I be­lieve,” ob­served Al­fred, smil­ing rather grim­ly as he wound up his line.

			“Would you mind be­ing ex­plic­it?” she ques­tioned.

			Al­fred had laughed and was about to an­swer when the whip-like crack of a ri­fle came from the hill­side. The echoes of the shot re­ver­ber­at­ed from hill to hill and were fi­nal­ly lost far down the val­ley.

			“What can that be?” ex­claimed Al­fred anx­ious­ly, re­call­ing Colonel Zane’s odd man­ner when they were about to leave the house.

			“I am not sure, but I think that is my tur­key, un­less Lew Wet­zel hap­pened to miss his aim,” said Bet­ty, laugh­ing. “And that is such an un­prece­dent­ed thing that it can hard­ly be con­sid­ered. Tur­keys are scarce this sea­son. Jonathan says the fox­es and wolves ate up the broods. Lew heard this tur­key call­ing and he made lit­tle Har­ry Ben­net, who had start­ed out with his gun, stay at home and went af­ter Mr. Gob­bler him­self.”

			“Is that all? Well, that is noth­ing to get alarmed about, is it? I ac­tu­al­ly had a feel­ing of fear, or a pre­sen­ti­ment, we might say.”

			They beached the ca­noe and spread out the lunch in the shade near the spring. Al­fred threw him­self at length up­on the grass and Bet­ty sat lean­ing against the tree. She took a bis­cuit in one hand, a pick­le in the oth­er, and be­gan to chat vol­ubly to Al­fred of her school life, and of Phil­a­del­phia, and the friends she had made there. At length, re­mark­ing his ab­strac­tion, she said: “You are not lis­ten­ing to me.”

			“I beg your par­don. My thoughts did wan­der. I was think­ing of my moth­er. Some­thing about you re­minds me of her. I do not know what, un­less it is that lit­tle man­ner­ism you have of purs­ing up your lips when you hes­i­tate or stop to think.”

			“Tell me of her,” said Bet­ty, see­ing his soft­ened mood.

			“My moth­er was very beau­ti­ful, and as good as she was love­ly. I nev­er had a care un­til my fa­ther died. Then she mar­ried again, and as I did not get on with my step­fa­ther I ran away from home. I have not been in Vir­ginia for four years.”

			“Do you get home­sick?”

			“In­deed I do. While at Fort Pitt I used to have spells of the blues which last­ed for days. For a time I felt more con­tent­ed here. But I fear the old fever of rest­less­ness will come over me again. I can speak freely to you be­cause I know you will un­der­stand, and I feel sure of your sym­pa­thy. My fa­ther want­ed me to be a min­is­ter. He sent me to the the­o­log­i­cal sem­i­nary at Prince­ton, where for two years I tried to study. Then my fa­ther died. I went home and looked af­ter things un­til my moth­er mar­ried again. That changed ev­ery­thing for me. I ran away and have since been a wan­der­er. I feel that I am not lazy, that I am not afraid of work, but four years have drift­ed by and I have noth­ing to show for it. I am dis­cour­aged. Per­haps that is wrong, but tell me how I can help it. I have not the sto­icism of the hunter, Wet­zel, nor have I the phi­los­o­phy of your broth­er. I could not be con­tent to sit on my doorstep and smoke my pipe and watch the wheat and corn grow. And then, this life of the bor­der­man, en­vi­roned as it is by un­told dan­gers, leads me, fas­ci­nates me, and yet ap­palls me with the fear that here I shall fall a vic­tim to an In­di­an’s bul­let or spear, and find a name­less grave.”

			A long si­lence en­sued. Al­fred had spo­ken qui­et­ly, but with an un­der­cur­rent of bit­ter­ness that sad­dened Bet­ty. For the first time she saw a shad­ow of pain in his eyes. She looked away down the val­ley, not see­ing the brown and gold hills bold­ly de­fined against the blue sky, nor the beau­ty of the riv­er as the set­ting sun cast a rud­dy glow on the wa­ter. Her com­pan­ion’s words had touched an un­known chord in her heart. When fi­nal­ly she turned to an­swer him a beau­ti­ful light shone in her eyes, a light that shines not on land or sea—the light of wom­an’s hope.

			“Mr. Clarke,” she said, and her voice was soft and low, “I am on­ly a girl, but I can un­der­stand. You are un­hap­py. Try to rise above it. Who knows what will be­fall this lit­tle set­tle­ment? It may be swept away by the sav­ages, and it may grow to be a mighty city. It must take that chance. So must you, so must we all take chances. You are here. Find your work and do it cheer­ful­ly, hon­est­ly, and let the fu­ture take care of it­self. And let me say—do not be of­fend­ed—be­ware of idle­ness and drink. They are as great a dan­ger—nay, greater than the In­di­ans.”

			“Miss Zane, if you were to ask me not to drink I would nev­er touch a drop again,” said Al­fred, earnest­ly.

			“I did not ask that,” an­swered Bet­ty, flush­ing slight­ly. “But I shall re­mem­ber it as a prom­ise and some day I may ask it of you.”

			He looked won­der­ing­ly at the girl be­side him. He had spent most of his life among ed­u­cat­ed and cul­tured peo­ple. He had passed sev­er­al years in the back­woods. But with all his ex­pe­ri­ence with peo­ple he had to con­fess that this young wom­an was a rev­e­la­tion to him. She could ride like an In­di­an and shoot like a hunter. He had heard that she could run al­most as swift­ly as her broth­ers. Ev­i­dent­ly she feared noth­ing, for he had just seen an ex­am­ple of her courage in a deed that had tried even his own nerve, and, with­al, she was a bright, hap­py girl, earnest and true, pos­sess­ing all the soft­er graces of his sis­ters, and that ex­quis­ite touch of fem­i­nine del­i­ca­cy and re­fine­ment which ap­peals more to men than any oth­er virtue.

			“Have you not met Mr. Miller be­fore he came here from Fort Pitt?” asked Bet­ty.

			“Why do you ask?”

			“I think he men­tioned some­thing of the kind.”

			“What else did he say?”

			“Why—Mr. Clarke, I hard­ly re­mem­ber.”

			“I see,” said Al­fred, his face dark­en­ing. “He has talked about me. I do not care what he said. I knew him at Fort Pitt, and we had trou­ble there. I ven­ture to say he has told no one about it. He cer­tain­ly would not shine in the sto­ry. But I am not a tat­tler.”

			“It is not very dif­fi­cult to see that you do not like him. Jonathan does not, ei­ther. He says Mr. Miller was friend­ly with Mc­K­ee, and the no­to­ri­ous Si­mon Gir­ty, the sol­diers who de­sert­ed from Fort Pitt and went to the In­di­ans. The girls like him, how­ev­er.”

			“Usu­al­ly if a man is good look­ing and pleas­ant that is enough for the girls. I no­ticed that he paid you a great deal of at­ten­tion at the dance. He danced three times with you.”

			“Did he? How ob­serv­ing you are,” said Bet­ty, giv­ing him a lit­tle side­long glance. “Well, he is very agree­able, and he dances bet­ter than many of the young men.”

			“I won­der if Wet­zel got the tur­key. I have heard no more shots,” said Al­fred, show­ing plain­ly that he wished to change the sub­ject.

			“Oh, look there! Quick!” ex­claimed Bet­ty, point­ing to­ward the hill­side.

			He looked in the di­rec­tion in­di­cat­ed and saw a doe and a spot­ted fawn wad­ing in­to the shal­low wa­ter. The moth­er stood mo­tion­less a mo­ment, with head erect and long ears ex­tend­ed. Then she drooped her grace­ful head and drank thirsti­ly of the cool wa­ter. The fawn splashed play­ful­ly round while its moth­er was drink­ing. It would dash a few paces in­to the stream and then look back to see if its moth­er ap­proved. Ev­i­dent­ly she did not, for she would stop her drink­ing and call the fawn back to her side with a soft, croon­ing noise. Sud­den­ly she raised her head, the long ears shot up, and she seemed to sniff the air. She wad­ed through the deep­er wa­ter to get round a rocky bluff which ran out in­to the creek. Then she turned and called the lit­tle one. The fawn wad­ed un­til the wa­ter reached its knees, then stopped and ut­tered piteous lit­tle bleats. En­cour­aged by the soft croon­ing it plunged in­to the deep wa­ter and with great splash­ing and floun­der­ing man­aged to swim the short dis­tance. Its slen­der legs shook as it stag­gered up the bank. Ex­haust­ed or fright­ened, it shrank close to its moth­er. To­geth­er they dis­ap­peared in the wil­lows which fringed the side of the hill.

			“Was not that lit­tle fel­low cute? I have had sev­er­al fawns, but have nev­er had the heart to keep them,” said Bet­ty. Then, as Al­fred made no mo­tion to speak, she con­tin­ued:

			“You do not seem very talk­a­tive.”

			“I have noth­ing to say. You will think me dull. The fact is when I feel deep­est I am least able to ex­press my­self.”

			“I will read to you,” said Bet­ty tak­ing up the book. He lay back against the grassy bank and gazed dream­i­ly at the many hued trees on the lit­tle hill­side; at the bare rugged sides of Mc­Col­loch’s Rock which frowned down up­on them. A sil­ver-breast­ed ea­gle sailed slow­ly round and round in the blue sky, far above the bluff. Al­fred won­dered what mys­te­ri­ous pow­er sus­tained that soli­tary bird as he float­ed high in the air with­out per­cep­ti­ble move­ment of his broad wings. He en­vied the king of birds his reign over that il­lim­itable space, his far-reach­ing vi­sion, and his free­dom. Round and round the ea­gle soared, high­er and high­er, with each per­fect cir­cle, and at last, for an in­stant pois­ing as light­ly as if he were about to perch on his lone­ly crag, he arched his wings and swooped down through the air with the swift­ness of a fall­ing ar­row.

			Bet­ty’s low voice, the wa­ter rush­ing so mu­si­cal­ly over the falls, the great yel­low leaves fall­ing in­to the pool, the gen­tle breeze stir­ring the clus­ters of gold­en­rod—all came soft­ly to Al­fred as he lay there with half closed eyes.

			The time slipped swift­ly by as on­ly such time can.

			“I fear the melan­choly spir­it of the day has pre­vailed up­on you,” said Bet­ty, half wist­ful­ly. “You did not know I had stopped read­ing, and I do not be­lieve you heard my fa­vorite po­em. I have tried to give you a pleas­ant af­ter­noon and have failed.”

			“No, no,” said Al­fred, look­ing at her with a blue flame in his eyes. “The af­ter­noon has been per­fect. I have for­got­ten my role, and have al­lowed you to see my re­al self, some­thing I have tried to hide from all.”

			“And are you al­ways sad when you are sin­cere?”

			“Not al­ways. But I am of­ten sad. Is it any won­der? Is not all na­ture sad? Lis­ten! There is the song of the ori­ole. Break­ing in on the still­ness it is mourn­ful. The breeze is sad, the brook is sad, this dy­ing In­di­an sum­mer day is sad. Life it­self is sad.”

			“Oh, no. Life is beau­ti­ful.”

			“You are a child,” said he, with a thrill in his deep voice. “I hope you may al­ways be as you are to­day, in heart, at least.”

			“It grows late. See, the shad­ows are fall­ing. We must go.”

			“You know I am go­ing away to­mor­row. I don’t want to go. Per­haps that is why I have been such poor com­pa­ny to­day. I have a pre­sen­ti­ment of evil. I am afraid I may nev­er come back.”

			“I am sor­ry you must go.”

			“Do you re­al­ly mean that?” asked Al­fred, earnest­ly, bend­ing to­ward her. “You know it is a very dan­ger­ous un­der­tak­ing. Would you care if I nev­er re­turned?”

			She looked up and their eyes met. She had raised her head haugh­ti­ly, as if ques­tion­ing his right to speak to her in that man­ner, but as she saw the un­spo­ken ap­peal in his eyes her own wa­vered and fell while a warm col­or crept in­to her cheek.

			“Yes, I would be sor­ry,” she said, grave­ly. Then, af­ter a mo­ment: “You must portage the ca­noe round the falls, and from there we can pad­dle back to the path.”

			The re­turn trip made, they ap­proached the house. As they turned the cor­ner they saw Colonel Zane stand­ing at the door talk­ing to Wet­zel. They saw that the Colonel looked pale and dis­tressed, and the face of the hunter was dark and gloomy.

			“Lew, did you get my tur­key?” said Bet­ty, af­ter a mo­ment of hes­i­ta­tion. A name­less fear filled her breast.

			For an­swer Wet­zel threw back the flaps of his coat and there at his belt hung a small tuft of black hair. Bet­ty knew at once it was the scalplock of an In­di­an. Her face turned white and she placed a hand on the hunter’s arm.

			“What do you mean? That is an In­di­an’s scalp. Lew, you look so strange. Tell me, is it be­cause we went off in the ca­noe and have been in dan­ger?”

			“Bet­ty, Isaac has been cap­tured again,” said the Colonel.

			“Oh, no, no, no,” cried Bet­ty in ag­o­nized tones, and wring­ing her hands. Then, ex­cit­ed­ly, “Some­thing can be done. You must pur­sue them. Oh, Lew, Mr. Clarke, can­not you res­cue him? They have not had time to go far.”

			“Isaac went to the chest­nut grove this morn­ing. If he had stayed there he would not have been cap­tured. But he went far in­to the Black For­est. The tur­key call we heard across the creek was made by a Wyan­dot con­cealed in the cave. Lewis tells me that a num­ber of In­di­ans have camped there for days. He shot the one who was call­ing and fol­lowed the oth­ers un­til he found where they had tak­en Isaac’s trail.”

			Bet­ty turned to the younger man with tear­ful eyes, and with be­seech­ing voice im­plored them to save her broth­er.

			“I am ready to fol­low you,” said Clarke to Wet­zel.

			The hunter shook his head, but did not an­swer.

			“It is that hate­ful White Crane,” pas­sion­ate­ly burst out Bet­ty, as the Colonel’s wife led her weep­ing in­to the house.

			“Did you get more than one shot at them?” asked Clarke.

			The hunter nod­ded, and the slight, in­scrutable smile flit­ted across his stern fea­tures. He nev­er spoke of his deeds. For this rea­son many of the thrilling ad­ven­tures which he must have had will for­ev­er re­main un­re­vealed. That evening there was sad­ness at Colonel Zane’s sup­per ta­ble. They felt the ab­sence of the Colonel’s usu­al spir­its, his teas­ing of Bet­ty, and his cheer­ful con­ver­sa­tion. He had noth­ing to say. Bet­ty sat at the ta­ble a lit­tle while, and then got up and left the room say­ing she could not eat. Jonathan, on hear­ing of his broth­er’s re­cap­ture, did not speak, but re­tired in gloomy si­lence. Silas was the on­ly one of the fam­i­ly who was not ut­ter­ly de­pressed. He said it could have been a great deal worse; that they must make the best of it, and that the soon­er Isaac mar­ried his In­di­an Princess the bet­ter for his scalp and for the hap­pi­ness of all con­cerned.

			“I re­mem­ber My­eer­ah very well,” he said. “It was eight years ago, and she was on­ly a child. Even then she was very proud and will­ful, and the loveli­est girl I ev­er laid eyes on.”

			Al­fred Clarke stayed late at Colonel Zane’s that night. Be­fore go­ing away for so many weeks he wished to have a few more mo­ments alone with Bet­ty. But a fa­vor­able op­por­tu­ni­ty did not present it­self dur­ing the evening, so when he had bade them all good­bye and good­night, ex­cept Bet­ty, who opened the door for him, he said soft­ly to her:

			“It is bright moon­light out­side. Come, please, and walk to the gate with me.”

			A full moon shone serene­ly down on hill and dale, flood­ing the val­ley with its pure white light, and bathing the pas­tures in its glo­ry; at the foot of the bluff the waves of the riv­er gleamed like myr­i­ads of stars all twin­kling and danc­ing on a bed of snowy clouds. Thus il­lu­mined the riv­er wound down the val­ley, its bril­liance grow­ing fainter and fainter un­til at last, re­sem­bling the shim­mer­ing of a sil­ver thread which joined the earth to heav­en, it dis­ap­peared in the hori­zon.

			“I must say good­bye,” said Al­fred, as they reached the gate.

			“Friends must part. I am sor­ry you must go, Mr. Clarke, and I trust you may re­turn safe. It seems on­ly yes­ter­day that you saved my broth­er’s life, and I was so grate­ful and hap­py. Now he is gone.”

			“You should not think about it so much nor brood over it,” an­swered the young man. “Griev­ing will not bring him back nor do you any good. It is not near­ly so bad as if he had been cap­tured by some oth­er tribe. Wet­zel as­sures us that Isaac was tak­en alive. Please do not grieve.”

			“I have cried un­til I can­not cry any more. I am so un­hap­py. We were chil­dren to­geth­er, and I have al­ways loved him bet­ter than any­one since my moth­er died. To have him back again and then to lose him! Oh! I can­not bear it.”

			She cov­ered her face with her hands and a low sob es­caped her.

			“Don’t, don’t grieve,” he said in an un­steady voice, as he took the lit­tle hands in his and pulled them away from her face.

			Bet­ty trem­bled. Some­thing in his voice, a tone she had nev­er heard be­fore star­tled her. She looked up at him half un­con­scious that he still held her hands in his. Nev­er had she ap­peared so love­ly.

			“You can­not un­der­stand my feel­ings.”

			“I loved my moth­er.”

			“But you have not lost her. That makes all the dif­fer­ence.”

			“I want to com­fort you and I am pow­er­less. I am un­able to say what—I—”

			He stopped short. As he stood gaz­ing down in­to her sweet face, burn­ing, pas­sion­ate words came to his lips; but he was dumb; he could not speak. All day long he had been liv­ing in a dream. Now he re­al­ized that but a mo­ment re­mained for him to be near the girl he loved so well. He was leav­ing her, per­haps nev­er to see her again, or to re­turn to find her an­oth­er’s. A fierce pain tore his heart.

			“You—you are hold­ing my hands,” fal­tered Bet­ty, in a doubt­ful, trou­bled voice. She looked up in­to his face and saw that it was pale with sup­pressed emo­tion.

			Al­fred was mad in­deed. He for­got ev­ery­thing. In that mo­ment the world held noth­ing for him save that fair face. Her eyes, up­lift­ed to his in the moon­light, beamed with a soft ra­di­ance. They were hon­est eyes, just now filled with in­no­cent sad­ness and re­gret, but they drew him with ir­re­sistible pow­er. With­out re­al­iz­ing in the least what he was do­ing he yield­ed to the im­pulse. Bend­ing his head he kissed the tremu­lous lips.

			“Oh,” whis­pered Bet­ty, stand­ing still as a stat­ue and look­ing at him with won­der­ful eyes. Then, as rea­son re­turned, a hot flush dyed her face, and wrench­ing her hands free she struck him across the cheek.

			“For God’s sake, Bet­ty, I did not mean to do that! Wait. I have some­thing to tell you. For pity’s sake, let me ex­plain,” he cried, as the full enor­mi­ty of his of­fence dawned up­on him.

			Bet­ty was deaf to the im­plor­ing voice, for she ran in­to the house and slammed the door.

			He called to her, but re­ceived no an­swer. He knocked on the door, but it re­mained closed. He stood still awhile, try­ing to col­lect his thoughts, and to find a way to un­do the mis­chief he had wrought. When the re­al sig­nif­i­cance of his act came to him he groaned in spir­it. What a fool he had been! On­ly a few short hours and he must start on a per­ilous jour­ney, leav­ing the girl he loved in ig­no­rance of his re­al in­ten­tions. Who was to tell her that he loved her? Who was to tell her that it was be­cause his whole heart and soul had gone to her that he had kissed her?

			With bowed head he slow­ly walked away to­ward the fort, to­tal­ly obliv­i­ous of the fact that a young girl, with hands pressed tight­ly over her breast to try to still a mad­ly beat­ing heart, watched him from her win­dow un­til he dis­ap­peared in­to the shad­ow of the block­house.

			Al­fred paced up and down his room the four re­main­ing hours of that event­ful day. When the light was break­ing in at the east and dawn near at hand he heard the rough voic­es of men and the tramp­ing of iron-shod hoofs. The hour of his de­par­ture was at hand.

			He sat down at his ta­ble and by the aid of the dim light from a pine knot he wrote a hur­ried let­ter to Bet­ty. A lit­tle hope re­vived in his heart as he thought that per­haps all might yet be well. Sure­ly some­one would be up to whom he could en­trust the let­ter, and if no one he would run over and slip it un­der the door of Colonel Zane’s house.

			In the gray of the ear­ly morn­ing Al­fred rode out with the dar­ing band of heav­i­ly armed men, all grim and stern, each silent with the thought of the man who knows he may nev­er re­turn. Soon the set­tle­ment was left far be­hind.

		
	
		
			V

			Dur­ing the last few days, in which the frost had cracked open the hick­o­ry nuts, and in which the squir­rels had been busi­ly col­lect­ing and stor­ing away their sup­ply of nuts for win­ter use, it had been Isaac’s wont to shoul­der his ri­fle, walk up the hill, and spend the morn­ing in the grove.

			On this crisp au­tumn morn­ing he had start­ed off as usu­al, and had been called back by Col. Zane, who ad­vised him not to wan­der far from the set­tle­ment. This ad­mo­ni­tion, kind and broth­er­ly though it was, an­noyed Isaac. Like all the Zanes he had born in him an in­tense love for the soli­tude of the wilder­ness. There were times when noth­ing could sat­is­fy him but the calm of the deep woods.

			One of these moods pos­sessed him now. Coura­geous to a fault and dar­ing where dar­ing was not al­ways the wis­er part, Isaac lacked the prac­ti­cal sense of the Colonel and the cool judg­ment of Jonathan. Im­pa­tient of re­straint, in­de­pen­dent in spir­it, and it must be ad­mit­ted, in his per­sis­tence in do­ing as he liked in­stead of what he ought to do, he re­sem­bled Bet­ty more than he did his broth­ers.

			Feel­ing se­cure in his abil­i­ty to take care of him­self, for he knew he was an ex­pe­ri­enced hunter and woods­man, he re­solved to take a long tramp in the for­est. This res­o­lu­tion was strength­ened by the fact that he did not be­lieve what the Colonel and Jonathan had told him—that it was not im­prob­a­ble some of the Wyan­dot braves were lurk­ing in the vicin­i­ty, bent on killing or re­cap­tur­ing him. At any rate he did not fear it.

			Once in the shade of the great trees the fever of dis­con­tent left him, and, for­get­ting all ex­cept the hap­pi­ness of be­ing sur­round­ed by the silent oaks, he pen­e­trat­ed deep­er and deep­er in­to the for­est. The brush­ing of a branch against a tree, the thud of a fall­ing nut, the dart of a squir­rel, and the sight of a bushy tail dis­ap­pear­ing round a limb—all these things which in­di­cat­ed that the lit­tle gray fel­lows were work­ing in the tree­tops, and which would usu­al­ly have brought Isaac to a stand­still, now did not seem to in­ter­est him. At times he stooped to ex­am­ine the ten­der shoots grow­ing at the foot of a sas­safras tree. Then, again, he close­ly ex­am­ined marks he found in the soft banks of the streams.

			He went on and on. Two hours of this still-hunt­ing found him on the bank of a shal­low gul­ly through which a brook went rip­pling and bab­bling over the mossy green stones. The for­est was dense here; rugged oaks and tall poplars grew high over the tops of the first growth of white oaks and beech­es; the wild grapevines which coiled round the trees like gi­gan­tic ser­pents, spread out in the up­per branch­es and ob­scured the sun; witch-hop­ples and lau­rel bush­es grew thick­ly; mon­archs of the for­est, felled by some by­gone storm, lay rot­ting on the ground; and in places the wind­falls were so thick and high as to be im­pen­e­tra­ble.

			Isaac hes­i­tat­ed. He re­al­ized that he had plunged far in­to the Black For­est. Here it was gloomy; a dreamy qui­et pre­vailed, that deep calm of the wilder­ness, un­bro­ken save for the dis­tant note of the her­mit thrush, the strange bird whose lone­ly cry, giv­en at long in­ter­vals, pierced the still­ness. Al­though Isaac had nev­er seen one of these birds, he was fa­mil­iar with that cry which was nev­er heard ex­cept in the deep­est woods, far from the haunts of man.

			A black squir­rel ran down a tree and see­ing the hunter scam­pered away in alarm. Isaac knew the habits of the black squir­rel, that it was a denizen of the wildest woods and fre­quent­ed on­ly places re­mote from civ­i­liza­tion. The song of the her­mit and the sight of the black squir­rel caused Isaac to stop and re­flect, with the re­sult that he con­clud­ed he had gone much far­ther from the fort than he had in­tend­ed. He turned to re­trace his steps when a faint sound from down the ravine came to his sharp ears.

			There was no in­stinct to warn him that a hideous­ly paint­ed face was raised a mo­ment over the clump of lau­rel bush­es to his left, and that a pair of keen eyes watched ev­ery move he made.

			Un­con­scious of im­pend­ing evil Isaac stopped and looked around him. Sud­den­ly above the mu­si­cal bab­ble of the brook and the rus­tle of the leaves by the breeze came a rep­e­ti­tion of the sound. He crouched close by the trunk of a tree and strained his ears. All was qui­et for some mo­ments. Then he heard the pat­ter, pat­ter of lit­tle hoofs com­ing down the stream. Near­er and near­er they came. Some­times they were al­most in­audi­ble and again he heard them clear­ly and dis­tinct­ly. Then there came a splash­ing and the faint hol­low sound caused by hard hoofs strik­ing the stones in shal­low wa­ter. Fi­nal­ly the sounds ceased.

			Cau­tious­ly peer­ing from be­hind the tree Isaac saw a doe stand­ing on the bank fifty yards down the brook. Trem­bling she had stopped as if in doubt or un­cer­tain­ty. Her ears point­ed straight up­ward, and she lift­ed one front foot from the ground like a thor­ough­bred point­er. Isaac knew a doe al­ways led the way through the woods and if there were oth­er deer they would come up un­less warned by the doe. Present­ly the wil­lows part­ed and a mag­nif­i­cent buck with wide spread­ing antlers stepped out and stood mo­tion­less on the bank. Al­though they were down the wind Isaac knew the deer sus­pect­ed some hid­den dan­ger. They looked steadi­ly at the clump of lau­rels at Isaac’s left, a cir­cum­stance he re­marked at the time, but did not un­der­stand the re­al sig­nif­i­cance of un­til long af­ter­ward.

			Fol­low­ing the ring­ing re­port of Isaac’s ri­fle the buck sprang al­most across the stream, leaped con­vul­sive­ly up the bank, reached the top, and then his strength fail­ing, slid down in­to the stream, where, in his dy­ing strug­gles, his hoofs beat the wa­ter in­to white foam. The doe had dis­ap­peared like a brown flash.

			Isaac, con­grat­u­lat­ing him­self on such a for­tu­nate shot—for rarely in­deed does a deer fall dead in his tracks even when shot through the heart—rose from his crouch­ing po­si­tion and com­menced to reload his ri­fle. With great care he poured the pow­der in­to the palm of his hand, mea­sur­ing the quan­ti­ty with his eye—for it was an ev­i­dence of a hunter’s skill to be able to get the prop­er quan­ti­ty for the ball. Then he put the charge in­to the bar­rel. Plac­ing a lit­tle greased lin­sey rag, about half an inch square, over the muz­zle, he laid a small lead bul­let on it, and with the ram­rod be­gan to push the ball in­to the bar­rel.

			A slight rus­tle be­hind him, which sound­ed to him like the glid­ing of a rat­tlesnake over the leaves, caused him to start and turn round. But he was too late. A crush­ing blow on the head from a club in the hand of a brawny In­di­an laid him sense­less on the ground.

			When Isaac re­gained his sens­es he felt a throb­bing pain in his head, and when he opened his eyes he was so dizzy that he was un­able to dis­cern ob­jects clear­ly. Af­ter a few mo­ments his sight re­turned. When he had strug­gled to a sit­ting pos­ture he dis­cov­ered that his hands were bound with buck­skin thongs. By his side he saw two long poles of bass­wood, with some strips of green bark and pieces of grapevine laced across and tied fast to the poles. Ev­i­dent­ly this had served as a lit­ter on which he had been car­ried. From his wet clothes and the po­si­tion of the sun, now low in the west, he con­clud­ed he had been brought across the riv­er and was now miles from the fort. In front of him he saw three In­di­ans sit­ting be­fore a fire. One of them was cut­ting thin slices from a haunch of deer meat, an­oth­er was drink­ing from a gourd, and the third was roast­ing a piece of veni­son which he held on a sharp­ened stick. Isaac knew at once the In­di­ans were Wyan­dots, and he saw they were in full war paint. They were not young braves, but mid­dle aged war­riors. One of them Isaac rec­og­nized as Crow, a chief of one of the Wyan­dot tribes, and a war­rior renowned for his dar­ing and for his abil­i­ty to make his way in a straight line through the wilder­ness. Crow was a short, heavy In­di­an and his frame de­not­ed great strength. He had a broad fore­head, high cheek bones, prom­i­nent nose, and his face would have been hand­some and in­tel­li­gent but for the scar which ran across his cheek, giv­ing him a sin­is­ter look.

			“Hugh!” said Crow, as he looked up and saw Isaac star­ing at him. The oth­er In­di­ans im­me­di­ate­ly gave vent to a like ex­cla­ma­tion.

			“Crow, you caught me again,” said Isaac, in the Wyan­dot tongue, which he spoke flu­ent­ly.

			“The white chief is sure of eye and swift of foot, but he can­not es­cape the Huron. Crow has been five times on his trail since the moon was bright. The white chief’s eyes were shut and his ears were deaf,” an­swered the In­di­an lofti­ly.

			“How long have you been near the fort?”

			“Two moons have the war­riors of My­eer­ah hunt­ed the pale face.”

			“Have you any more In­di­ans with you?”

			The chief nod­ded and said a par­ty of nine Wyan­dots had been in the vicin­i­ty of Wheel­ing for a month. He named some of the war­riors.

			Isaac was sur­prised to learn of the renowned chiefs who had been sent to re­cap­ture him. Not to men­tion Crow, the Del­a­ware chiefs Son-of-Win­ge­nund and Wa­p­atome­ka were among the most cun­ning and saga­cious In­di­ans of the west. Isaac re­flect­ed that his year’s ab­sence from My­eer­ah had not caused her to for­get him.

			Crow un­tied Isaac’s hands and gave him wa­ter and veni­son. Then he picked up his ri­fle and with a word to the In­di­ans he stepped in­to the un­der­brush that skirt­ed the lit­tle dale, and was lost to view.

			Isaac’s head ached and throbbed so that af­ter he had sat­is­fied his thirst and hunger he was glad to close his eyes and lean back against the tree. En­grossed in thoughts of the home he might nev­er see again, he had lain there an hour with­out mov­ing, when he was aroused from his med­i­ta­tions by low gut­tural ex­cla­ma­tions from the In­di­ans. Open­ing his eyes he saw Crow and an­oth­er In­di­an en­ter the glade, lead­ing and half sup­port­ing a third sav­age.

			They helped this In­di­an to the log, where he sat down slow­ly and weari­ly, hold­ing one hand over his breast. He was a mag­nif­i­cent spec­i­men of In­di­an man­hood, al­most a gi­ant in stature, with broad shoul­ders in pro­por­tion to his height. His head­dress and the gold rings which en­cir­cled his bare mus­cu­lar arms in­di­cat­ed that he was a chief high in pow­er. The sev­en ea­gle plumes in his scalplock rep­re­sent­ed sev­en war­riors that he had killed in bat­tle. Lit­tle sticks of wood plait­ed in his coal black hair and paint­ed dif­fer­ent col­ors showed to an In­di­an eye how many times this chief had been wound­ed by bul­let, knife, or tom­a­hawk.

			His face was calm. If he suf­fered he al­lowed no sign of it to es­cape him. He gazed thought­ful­ly in­to the fire, slow­ly the while un­ty­ing the belt which con­tained his knife and tom­a­hawk. The weapons were raised and held be­fore him, one in each hand, and then waved on high. The ac­tion was re­peat­ed three times. Then slow­ly and re­luc­tant­ly the In­di­an low­ered them as if he knew their work on earth was done.

			It was grow­ing dark and the bright blaze from the camp­fire light­ed up the glade, thus en­abling Isaac to see the droop­ing fig­ure on the log, and in the back­ground Crow, hold­ing a whis­pered con­sul­ta­tion with the oth­er In­di­ans. Isaac heard enough of the col­lo­quy to guess the facts. The chief had been des­per­ate­ly wound­ed; the pale­faces were on their trail, and a march must be com­menced at once.

			Isaac knew the wound­ed chief. He was the Del­a­ware Son-of-Win­ge­nund. He mar­ried a Wyan­dot squaw, had spent much of his time in the Wyan­dot vil­lage and on war­ring ex­pe­di­tions which the two friend­ly na­tions made on oth­er tribes. Isaac had hunt­ed with him, slept un­der the same blan­ket with him, and had grown to like him.

			As Isaac moved slight­ly in his po­si­tion the chief saw him. He straight­ened up, threw back the hunt­ing shirt and point­ed to a small hole in his broad breast. A slen­der stream of blood is­sued from the wound and flowed down his chest.

			“Wind-of-Death is a great white chief. His gun is al­ways load­ed,” he said calm­ly, and a look of pride gleamed across his dark face, as though he glo­ried in the wound made by such a war­rior.

			“Death­wind” was one of the many names giv­en to Wet­zel by the sav­ages, and a thrill of hope shot through Isaac’s heart when he saw the In­di­ans feared Wet­zel was on their track. This hope was short lived, how­ev­er, for when he con­sid­ered the prob­a­bil­i­ties of the thing he knew that pur­suit would on­ly re­sult in his death be­fore the set­tlers could come up with the In­di­ans, and he con­clud­ed that Wet­zel, fa­mil­iar with ev­ery trick of the red­men, would be the first to think of the hope­less­ness of res­cu­ing him and so would not at­tempt it.

			The four In­di­ans now re­turned to the fire and stood be­side the chief. It was ev­i­dent to them that his end was im­mi­nent. He sang in a low, not un­mu­si­cal tone the death chant of the Hurons. His com­pan­ions silent­ly bowed their heads. When he had fin­ished singing he slow­ly rose to his great height, show­ing a com­mand­ing fig­ure. Slow­ly his fea­tures lost their stern pride, his face soft­ened, and his dark eyes, gaz­ing straight in­to the gloom of the for­est, be­spoke a su­per­hu­man vi­sion.

			“Win­ge­nund has been a great chief. He has crossed his last trail. The deeds of Win­ge­nund will be told in the wig­wams of the Lenape,” said the chief in a loud voice, and then sank back in­to the arms of his com­rades. They laid him gen­tly down.

			A con­vul­sive shud­der shook the strick­en war­rior’s frame. Then, start­ing up he straight­ened out his long arm and clutched wild­ly at the air with his sinewy fin­gers as if to grasp and hold the life that was es­cap­ing him.

			Isaac could see the fixed, som­bre light in the eyes, and the pal­lor of death steal­ing over the face of the chief. He turned his eyes away from the sad spec­ta­cle, and when he looked again the ma­jes­tic fig­ure lay still.

			The moon sailed out from be­hind a cloud and shed its mel­low light down on the lit­tle glade. It showed the four In­di­ans dig­ging a grave be­neath the oak tree. No word was spo­ken. They worked with their tom­a­hawks on the soft duff and soon their task was com­plet­ed. A bed of moss and ferns lined the last rest­ing place of the chief. His weapons were placed be­side him, to go with him to the Hap­py Hunt­ing Ground, the eter­nal home of the red­men, where the red­men be­lieve the sun will al­ways shine, and where they will be free from their cru­el white foes.

			When the grave had been filled and the log rolled on it the In­di­ans stood by it a mo­ment, each speak­ing a few words in a low tone, while the night wind moaned the dead chief’s re­quiem through the tree­tops.

			Ac­cus­tomed as Isaac was to the bloody con­flicts com­mon to the In­di­ans, and to the tragedy that sur­round­ed the life of a bor­der­man, the ghast­ly sight had un­nerved him. The last glimpse of that stern, dark face, of that pow­er­ful form, as the moon bright­ened up the spot in seem­ing pity, he felt he could nev­er for­get. His thoughts were in­ter­rupt­ed by the harsh voice of Crow bid­ding him get up. He was told that the slight­est in­cli­na­tion on his part to lag be­hind on the march be­fore them, or in any way to make their trail plain­er, would be the sig­nal for his death. With that Crow cut the thongs which bound Isaac’s legs and plac­ing him be­tween two of the In­di­ans, led the way in­to the for­est.

			Mov­ing like spec­tres in the moon­light they marched on and on for hours. Crow was well named. He led them up the stony ridges where their foot­steps left no mark, and where even a dog could not find their trail; down in­to the val­leys and in­to the shal­low streams where the run­ning wa­ter would soon wash away all trace of their tracks; then out on the open plain, where the soft, springy grass re­tained lit­tle im­press of their moc­casins.

			Sin­gle file they marched in the lead­er’s tracks as he led them on­ward through the dark forests, out un­der the shin­ing moon, nev­er slack­ing his rapid pace, ev­er in a straight line, and yet avoid­ing the rough­est go­ing with that unerring in­stinct which was this In­di­an’s gift. To­ward dawn the moon went down, leav­ing them in dark­ness, but this made no dif­fer­ence, for, guid­ed by the stars, Crow kept straight on his course. Not till break of day did he come to a halt.

			Then, on the banks of a nar­row stream, the In­di­ans kin­dled a fire and broiled some of the veni­son. Crow told Isaac he could rest, so he made haste to avail him­self of the per­mis­sion, and al­most in­stant­ly was wrapped in the deep slum­ber of ex­haus­tion. Three of the In­di­ans fol­lowed suit, and Crow stood guard. Sleep­less, tire­less, he paced to and fro on the bank, his keen eyes vig­i­lant for signs of pur­suers.

			The sun was high when the par­ty re­sumed their flight to­ward the west. Crow plunged in­to the brook and wad­ed sev­er­al miles be­fore he took to the woods on the oth­er shore. Isaac suf­fered se­vere­ly from the sharp and slip­pery stones, which in no wise both­ered the In­di­ans. His feet were cut and bruised; still he strug­gled on with­out com­plain­ing. They rest­ed part of the night, and the next day the In­di­ans, now deem­ing them­selves prac­ti­cal­ly safe from pur­suit, did not ex­er­cise un­usu­al care to con­ceal their trail.

			That evening about dusk they came to a rapid­ly flow­ing stream which ran north­west. Crow and one of the oth­er In­di­ans part­ed the wil­lows on the bank at this point and dragged forth a long birch­bark ca­noe which they ran in­to the stream. Isaac rec­og­nized the spot. It was near the head of Mad Riv­er, the riv­er which ran through the Wyan­dot set­tle­ments.

			Two of the In­di­ans took the bow, the third In­di­an and Isaac sat in the mid­dle, back to back, and Crow knelt in the stern. Once launched on that wild ride Isaac for­got his weari­ness and his bruis­es. The night was beau­ti­ful; he loved the wa­ter, and was not lack­ing in sen­ti­ment. He gave him­self up to the charm of the sil­ver moon­light, of the chang­ing scenery, and the mu­si­cal gur­gle of the wa­ter. Had it not been for the cru­el face of Crow, he could have imag­ined him­self on one of those en­chant­ed ca­noes in fairy­land, of which he had read when a boy. Ev­er vary­ing pic­tures pre­sent­ed them­selves as the ca­noe, im­pelled by vig­or­ous arms, flew over the shin­ing bo­som of the stream. Here, in a sharp bend, was a nar­row place where the trees on each bank in­ter­laced their branch­es and hid the moon, mak­ing a dark and dim re­treat. Then came a short se­ries of rip­ples, with mer­ry, bounc­ing waves and foamy cur­rents; be­low lay a long, smooth reach of wa­ter, deep and placid, mir­ror­ing the moon and the count­less stars. Noise­less as a shad­ow the ca­noe glid­ed down this stretch, the pad­dle dip­ping reg­u­lar­ly, flash­ing bright­ly, and scat­ter­ing di­a­mond drops in the clear moon­light.

			An­oth­er turn in the stream and a sound like the roar of an ap­proach­ing storm as it is borne on a ris­ing wind, broke the si­lence. It was the roar of rapids or falls. The stream nar­rowed; the wa­ter ran swifter; rocky ledges rose on both sides, grad­u­al­ly get­ting high­er and high­er. Crow rose to his feet and looked ahead. Then he dropped to his knees and turned the head of the ca­noe in­to the mid­dle of the stream. The roar be­came deaf­en­ing. Look­ing for­ward Isaac saw that they were en­ter­ing a dark gorge. In an­oth­er mo­ment the ca­noe pitched over a fall and shot be­tween two high, rocky bluffs. These walls ran up al­most per­pen­dic­u­lar­ly two hun­dred feet; the space be­tween was scarce­ly twen­ty feet wide, and the wa­ter fair­ly screamed as it rushed mad­ly through its nar­row pas­sage. In the cen­ter it was like a glanc­ing sheet of glass, weird and dark, and was bor­dered on the sides by white, seething foam-capped waves which tore and dashed and leaped at their stony con­fines.

			Though the dan­ger was great, though Death lurked in those jagged stones and in those black walls Isaac felt no fear; he knew the strength of that arm, now rigid and again mov­ing with light­ning swift­ness; he knew the pow­er of the eye which guid­ed them.

			Once more out un­der the star­ry sky; rifts, shal­lows, nar­rows, and lake-like basins were passed swift­ly. At length as the sky was be­com­ing gray in the east, they passed in­to the shad­ow of what was called the Stand­ing Stone. This was a pe­cu­liar­ly shaped stone-faced bluff, stand­ing high over the riv­er, and tak­ing its name from Tarhe, or Stand­ing Stone, chief of all the Hurons.

			At the first sight of that well known land­mark, which stood by the Wyan­dot vil­lage, there min­gled with Isaac’s de­spon­den­cy and re­sent­ment some oth­er feel­ing that was akin to plea­sure; with a quick­en­ing of the pulse came a con­fu­sion of ex­pectan­cy and bit­ter mem­o­ries as he thought of the dark eyed maid­en from whom he had fled a year ago.

			“Co-wee-Co-woe,” called out one of the In­di­ans in the bow of the ca­noe. The sig­nal was heard, for im­me­di­ate­ly an an­swer­ing shout came from the shore.

			When a few mo­ments lat­er the ca­noe grat­ed soft­ly on a peb­bly beach. Isaac saw, in­dis­tinct­ly in the morn­ing mist, the faint out­lines of te­pees and wig­wams, and he knew he was once more in the en­camp­ment of the Wyan­dots.

			

			Late in the af­ter­noon of that day Isaac was awak­ened from his heavy slum­ber and told that the chief had sum­moned him. He got up from the buf­fa­lo robes up­on which he had flung him­self that morn­ing, stretched his aching limbs, and walked to the door of the lodge.

			The view be­fore him was so fa­mil­iar that it seemed as if he had sud­den­ly come home af­ter be­ing ab­sent a long time. The last rays of the set­ting sun shone rud­dy and bright over the top of the Stand­ing Stone; they touched the scores of lodges and wig­wams which dot­ted the lit­tle val­ley; they crim­soned the swift, nar­row riv­er, rush­ing nois­i­ly over its rocky bed. The banks of the stream were lined with rows of ca­noes; here and there a bridge made of a sin­gle tree spanned the stream. From the camp­fires long, thin col­umns of blue smoke curled lazi­ly up­ward; gi­ant maple trees, in them garb of pur­ple and gold, rose high above the wig­wams, adding a fur­ther beau­ty to this peace­ful scene.

			As Isaac was led down a lane be­tween two long lines of te­pees the watch­ing In­di­ans did not make the demon­stra­tion that usu­al­ly marked the cap­ture of a pale­face. Some of the old squaws looked up from their work round the camp­fires and steam­ing ket­tles and grinned as the pris­on­er passed. The braves who were sit­ting up­on their blan­kets and smok­ing their long pipes, or loung­ing be­fore the warm blaze, main­tained a stol­id in­dif­fer­ence; the dusky maid­ens smiled shy­ly, and the lit­tle In­di­an boys, with whom Isaac had al­ways been a great fa­vorite, man­i­fest­ed their joy by yelling and run­ning af­ter him. One young­ster grasped Isaac round the leg and held on un­til he was pulled away.

			In the cen­ter of the vil­lage were sev­er­al lodges con­nect­ed with one an­oth­er and larg­er and more im­pos­ing than the sur­round­ing te­pees. These were the wig­wams of the chief, and thith­er Isaac was con­duct­ed. The guards led him to a large and cir­cu­lar apart­ment and left him there alone. This room was the coun­cil room. It con­tained noth­ing but a low seat and a knot­ted war club.

			Isaac heard the rat­tle of beads and bear claws, and as he turned a tall and ma­jes­tic In­di­an en­tered the room. It was Tarhe, the chief of all the Wyan­dots. Though Tarhe was over sev­en­ty, he walked erect; his calm face, dark as a bronze mask, showed no trace of his ad­vanced age. Ev­ery line and fea­ture of his face had race in it; the high fore­head, the square, pro­trud­ing jaw, the stern mouth, the fal­con eyes—all de­not­ed the pride and un­bend­ing will of the last of the Tarhes.

			“The White Ea­gle is again in the pow­er of Tarhe,” said the chief in his na­tive tongue. “Though he had the swift­ness of the bound­ing deer or the flight of the ea­gle it would avail him not. The wild geese as they fly north­ward are not swifter than the war­riors of Tarhe. Swifter than all is the vengeance of the Huron. The young pale­face has cost the lives of some great war­riors. What has he to say?”

			“It was not my fault,” an­swered Isaac quick­ly. “I was struck down from be­hind and had no chance to use a weapon. I have nev­er raised my hand against a Wyan­dot. Crow will tell you that. If my peo­ple and friends kill your braves I am not to blame. Yet I have had good cause to shed Huron blood. Your war­riors have tak­en me from my home and have wound­ed me many times.”

			“The White Chief speaks well. Tarhe be­lieves his words,” an­swered Tarhe in his sonorous voice. “The Lenapee seek the death of the pale face. Win­ge­nund grieves for his son. He is Tarhe’s friend. Tarhe is old and wise and he is king here. He can save the White Chief from Win­ge­nund and Corn­planter. Lis­ten. Tarhe is old and he has no son. He will make you a great chief and give you lands and braves and hon­ors. He shall not ask you to raise your hand against your peo­ple, but help to bring peace. Tarhe does not love this war. He wants on­ly jus­tice. He wants on­ly to keep his lands, his hors­es, and his peo­ple. The White Chief is known to be brave; his step is light, his eye is keen, and his bul­let is true. For many long moons Tarhe’s daugh­ter has been like the singing bird with­out its mate. She sings no more. She shall be the White Chief’s wife. She has the blood of her moth­er and not that of the last of the Tarhes. Thus the mis­takes of Tarhe’s youth come to dis­ap­point his old age. He is the friend of the young pale­face. Tarhe has said. Now go and make your peace with My­eer­ah.”

			The chief mo­tioned to­ward the back of the lodge. Isaac stepped for­ward and went through an­oth­er large room, ev­i­dent­ly the chief’s, as it was fit­ted up with a wild and bar­bar­ic splen­dor. Isaac hes­i­tat­ed be­fore a bearskin cur­tain at the far­ther end of the chief’s lodge. He had been there many times be­fore, but nev­er with such con­flict­ing emo­tions. What was it that made his heart beat faster? With a quick move­ment he lift­ed the cur­tain and passed un­der it.

			The room which he en­tered was cir­cu­lar in shape and fur­nished with all the bright col­ors and lux­u­ri­ance known to the In­di­an. Buf­fa­lo robes cov­ered the smooth, hard-packed clay floor; an­i­mals, al­le­gor­i­cal pic­tures, and fan­ci­ful In­di­an de­signs had been paint­ed on the wall; bows and ar­rows, shields, strings of bright-col­ored beads and In­di­an scarfs hung round the room. The wall was made of dried deer­skins sewed to­geth­er and fas­tened over long poles which were plant­ed in the ground and bent un­til the ends met over­head. An oval-shaped open­ing let in the light. Through a nar­row aper­ture, which served as a door lead­ing to a small­er apart­ment, could be seen a low couch cov­ered with red blan­kets, and a glimpse of many hued gar­ments hang­ing on the wall.

			As Isaac en­tered the room a slen­der maid­en ran im­pul­sive­ly to him and throw­ing her arms round his neck hid her face on his breast. A few bro­ken, in­co­her­ent words es­caped her lips. Isaac dis­en­gaged him­self from the cling­ing arms and put her from him. The face raised to his was strik­ing­ly beau­ti­ful. Oval in shape, it was as white as his own, with a broad, low brow and reg­u­lar fea­tures. The eyes were large and dark and they di­lat­ed and quick­ened with a thou­sand shad­ows of thought.

			“My­eer­ah, I am tak­en again. This time there has been blood shed. The Del­a­ware chief was killed, and I do not know how many more In­di­ans. The chiefs are all for putting me to death. I am in great dan­ger. Why could you not leave me in peace?”

			At his first words the maid­en sighed and turned sor­row­ful­ly and proud­ly away from the an­gry face of the young man. A short si­lence en­sued.

			“Then you are not glad to see My­eer­ah?” she said, in Eng­lish. Her voice was mu­sic. It rang low, sweet, clear-toned as a bell.

			“What has that to do with it? Un­der some cir­cum­stances I would be glad to see you. But to be dragged back here and per­haps mur­dered—no, I don’t wel­come it. Look at this mark where Crow hit me,” said Isaac, pas­sion­ate­ly, bow­ing his head to en­able her to see the bruise where the club had struck him.

			“I am sor­ry,” said My­eer­ah, gen­tly.

			“I know that I am in great dan­ger from the Delawares.”

			“The daugh­ter of Tarhe has saved your life be­fore and will save it again.”

			“They may kill me in spite of you.”

			“They will not dare. Do not for­get that I saved you from the Shawnees. What did my fa­ther say to you?”

			“He as­sured me that he was my friend and that he would pro­tect me from Win­ge­nund. But I must mar­ry you and be­come one of the tribe. I can­not do that. And that is why I am sure they will kill me.”

			“You are an­gry now. I will tell you. My­eer­ah tried hard to win your love, and when you ran away from her she was proud for a long time. But there was no singing of birds, no mu­sic of the wa­ters, no beau­ty in any­thing af­ter you left her. Life be­came un­bear­able with­out you. Then My­eer­ah re­mem­bered that she was a daugh­ter of kings. She sum­moned the bravest and great­est war­riors of two tribes and said to them, ‘Go and bring to me the pale­face, White Ea­gle. Bring him to me alive or dead. If alive, My­eer­ah will smile once more up­on her war­riors. If dead, she will look once up­on his face and die.’ Ev­er since My­eer­ah was old enough to re­mem­ber she has thought of you. Would you wish her to be in­con­stant, like the moon?”

			“It is not what I wish you to be. It is that I can­not live al­ways with­out see­ing my peo­ple. I told you that a year ago.”

			“You told me oth­er things in that past time be­fore you ran away. They were ten­der words that were sweet to the ear of the In­di­an maid­en. Have you for­got­ten them?”

			“I have not for­got­ten them. I am not with­out feel­ing. You do not un­der­stand. Since I have been home this last time I have re­al­ized more than ev­er that I could not live away from my home.”

			“Is there any maid­en in your old home whom you have learned to love more than My­eer­ah?”

			He did not re­ply, but looked gloomi­ly out of the open­ing in the wall. My­eer­ah had placed her hold up­on his arm, and as he did not an­swer the hand tight­ened its grasp.

			“She shall nev­er have you.”

			The low tones vi­brat­ed with in­tense feel­ing, with a death­less re­solve. Isaac laughed bit­ter­ly and looked up at her. My­eer­ah’s face was pale and her eyes burned like fire.

			“I should not be sur­prised if you gave me up to the Delawares,” said Isaac, cold­ly. “I am pre­pared for it, and I would not care very much. I have de­spaired of your ev­er be­com­ing civ­i­lized enough to un­der­stand the mis­ery of my sis­ter and fam­i­ly. Why not let the In­di­ans kill me?”

			He knew how to wound her. A quick, shud­der­ing cry broke from her lips. She stood be­fore him with bowed head and wept. When she spoke again her voice was bro­ken and plead­ing.

			“You are cru­el and un­just. Though My­eer­ah has In­di­an blood she is a white wom­an. She can feel as your peo­ple do. In your anger and bit­ter­ness you for­get that My­eer­ah saved you from the knife of the Shawnees. You for­get her ten­der­ness; you for­get that she nursed you when you were wound­ed. My­eer­ah has a heart to break. Has she not suf­fered? Is she not laughed at, scorned, called a ‘pale­face’ by the oth­er tribes? She thanks the Great Spir­it for the In­di­an blood that keep her true. The white man changes his loves and his wives. That is not an In­di­an gift.”

			“No, My­eer­ah, I did not say so. There is no oth­er wom­an. It is that I am wretch­ed and sick at heart. Do you not see that this will end in a tragedy some day? Can you not re­al­ize that we would be hap­pi­er if you would let me go? If you love me you would not want to see me dead. If I do not mar­ry you they will kill me; if I try to es­cape again they will kill me. Let me go free.”

			“I can­not! I can­not!” she cried. “You have taught me many of the ways of your peo­ple, but you can­not change my na­ture.”

			“Why can­not you free me?”

			“I love you, and I will not live with­out you.”

			“Then come and go to my home and live there with me,” said Isaac, tak­ing the weep­ing maid­en in his arms. “I know that my peo­ple will wel­come you.”

			“My­eer­ah would be pitied and scorned,” she said, sad­ly, shak­ing her head.

			Isaac tried hard to steel his heart against her, but he was on­ly mor­tal and he failed. The charm of her pres­ence in­flu­enced him; her love wrung ten­der­ness from him. Those dark eyes, so proud to all oth­ers, but which gazed wist­ful­ly and yearn­ing­ly in­to his, stirred his heart to its depths. He kissed the tear-wet cheeks and smiled up­on her.

			“Well, since I am a pris­on­er once more, I must make the best of it. Do not look so sad. We shall talk of this an­oth­er day. Come, let us go and find my lit­tle friend, Cap­tain Jack. He re­mem­bered me, for he ran out and grasped my knee and they pulled him away.”

		
	
		
			VI

			When the first French ex­plor­ers in­vad­ed the north­west, about the year 1615, the Wyan­dot In­di­ans oc­cu­pied the ter­ri­to­ry be­tween Geor­gian Bay and the Musko­ka Lakes in On­tario. These French­men named the tribe Huron be­cause of the man­ner in which they wore their hair.

			At this pe­ri­od the Hurons were at war with the Iro­quois, and the two tribes kept up a bit­ter fight un­til in 1649, when the Hurons suf­fered a de­ci­sive de­feat. They then aban­doned their vil­lages and sought oth­er hunt­ing grounds. They trav­eled south and set­tled in Ohio along the south and west shores of Lake Erie. The present site of Zanes­field, named from Isaac Zane, marks the spot where the largest tribe of Hurons once lived.

			In a grove of maples on the banks of a swift lit­tle riv­er named Mad Riv­er, the Hurons built their lodges and their wig­wams. The state­ly elk and grace­ful deer abound­ed in this fer­tile val­ley, and count­less herds of bi­son browsed up­on the up­lands.

			There for many years the Hurons lived a peace­ful and con­tent­ed life. The long war cry was not heard. They were at peace with the neigh­bor­ing tribes. Tarhe, the Huron chief, at­tained great in­flu­ence with the Delawares. He be­came a friend of Lo­gan, the Min­go chief.

			With the in­va­sion of the val­ley of the Ohio by the whites, with the march in­to the wilder­ness of that wild-tur­key breed of he­roes of which Boone, Ken­ton, the Zanes, and the Wet­zels were the first, the In­di­an’s na­ture grad­u­al­ly changed un­til he be­came a fierce and re­lent­less foe.

			The Hurons had sid­ed with the French in Pon­ti­ac’s war, and in the Rev­o­lu­tion they aid­ed the British. They al­lied them­selves with the Min­goes, Delawares and Shawnees and made a fierce war on the Vir­gini­an pi­o­neers. Some pow­er­ful in­flu­ence must have en­gen­dered this im­pla­ca­ble ha­tred in these tribes, par­tic­u­lar­ly in the Min­go and the Wyan­dot.

			The war be­tween the In­di­ans and the set­tlers along the Penn­syl­va­nia and West Vir­ginia bor­ders was known as “Dun­more’s War.” The Hurons, Min­goes, and Delawares liv­ing in the “hunter’s par­adise” west of the Ohio Riv­er, see­ing their land sold by the Iro­quois and the oc­cu­pa­tion of their pos­ses­sions by a dar­ing band of white men nat­u­ral­ly were filled with fierce anger and hate. But re­mem­ber­ing the past bloody war and British pun­ish­ment they slow­ly moved back­ward to­ward the set­ting sun and kept the peace. In 1774 a ca­noe filled with friend­ly Wyan­dots was at­tacked by white men be­low Yel­low Creek and the In­di­ans were killed. Lat­er the same year a par­ty of men un­der Colonel Cre­sop made an un­pro­voked and das­tard­ly mas­sacre of the fam­i­ly and rel­a­tives of Lo­gan. This at­tack re­flect­ed the deep­est dis­hon­or up­on all the white men con­cerned, and was the prin­ci­pal cause of the long and bloody war which fol­lowed. The set­tlers on the bor­der sent mes­sen­gers to Gov­er­nor Dun­more at Williams­burg for im­me­di­ate re­lief par­ties. Know­ing well that the In­di­ans would not al­low this mas­sacre to go un­avenged the fron­tiers­men erect­ed forts and block­hous­es.

			Lo­gan, the fa­mous Min­go chief, had been a not­ed friend of the white men. Af­ter the mur­der of his peo­ple he made cease­less war up­on them. He in­cit­ed the wrath of the Hurons and the Delawares. He went on the warpath, and when his lust for vengeance had been sat­is­fied he sent the fol­low­ing re­mark­able ad­dress to Lord Dun­more:

			“I ap­peal to any white man to say if ev­er he en­tered Lo­gan’s cab­in and he gave him not meat: if ev­er he came cold and naked and he clothed him not. Dur­ing the course of the last long and bloody war Lo­gan re­mained idle in his cab­in, an ad­vo­cate of peace. Such was my love for the whites that my coun­try­men point­ed as they passed and said: ‘Lo­gan is the friend of the white man.’ I had even thought to have lived with you but for the in­juries of one man, Colonel Cre­sop, who, last spring, in cold blood and un­pro­voked, mur­dered all the rel­a­tives of Lo­gan, not even spar­ing my wom­en and chil­dren. There runs not a drop of my blood in the veins of any liv­ing crea­ture. This called up­on me for vengeance. I have sought it; I have killed many; I have glut­ted my vengeance. For my coun­try I will re­joice at the beams of peace. But do not har­bor a thought that mine is the joy of fear. Lo­gan nev­er felt fear; he would not turn up­on his heel to save his life. Who is there to mourn for Lo­gan? Not one.”

			The war be­tween the In­di­ans and the pi­o­neers was waged for years. The set­tlers pushed far­ther and far­ther in­to the wilder­ness. The In­di­ans, who at first sought on­ly to save their farms and their stock, now fought for re­venge. That is why ev­ery am­bi­tious pi­o­neer who went out up­on those bor­ders car­ried his life in his hands; why there was al­ways the dan­ger of be­ing shot or tom­a­hawked from be­hind ev­ery tree; why wife and chil­dren were con­stant­ly in fear of the ter­ri­ble en­e­my.

			To creep un­awares up­on a foe and strike him in the dark was In­di­an war­fare; to an In­di­an it was not dis­hon­or­able; it was not cow­ard­ly. He was taught to hide in the long grass like a snake, to shoot from coverts, to worm his way stealth­ily through the dense woods and to am­bush the pale­face’s trail. Hor­ri­ble cru­el­ties, such as tor­tur­ing white pris­on­ers and burn­ing them at the stake were nev­er heard of be­fore the war made up­on the In­di­ans by the whites.

			Com­par­a­tive­ly lit­tle is known of the re­al char­ac­ter of the In­di­an of that time. We our­selves sit be­fore our warm fires and talk of the deeds of the red­man. We while away an hour by read­ing Pon­ti­ac’s siege of De­troit, of the bat­tle of Brad­dock’s fields, and of Custer’s last charge. We lay the book down with a fer­vent ex­pres­sion of thank­ful­ness that the day of the hor­ri­ble red­man is past. Be­cause lit­tle has been writ­ten on the sub­ject, no thought is giv­en to the long years of de­ceit and treach­ery prac­ticed up­on Pon­ti­ac; we are ig­no­rant of the caus­es which led to the slaugh­ter of Brad­dock’s army; and we know lit­tle of the life of bit­ter­ness suf­fered by Sit­ting Bull.

			Many in­tel­li­gent white men, who were ac­quaint­ed with the true life of the In­di­an be­fore he was ha­rassed and driv­en to des­per­a­tion by the pi­o­neers, said that he had been cru­el­ly wronged. Many white men in those days loved the In­di­an life so well that they left the set­tle­ments and lived with the In­di­ans. Boone, who knew the In­di­an na­ture, said the hon­esty and the sim­plic­i­ty of the In­di­an were re­mark­able. Ken­ton said he had been hap­py among the In­di­ans. Col. Zane had many In­di­an friends. Isaac Zane, who lived most of his life with the Wyan­dots, said the Amer­i­can red­man had been wrong­ful­ly judged a blood­thirsty sav­age, an ig­no­rant, thiev­ing wretch, ca­pa­ble of not one virtue. He said the free pic­turesque life of the In­di­ans would have ap­pealed to any white man; that it had a won­der­ful charm, and that be­fore the war with the whites the In­di­ans were kind to their pris­on­ers, and sought on­ly to make In­di­ans of them. He told tales of how eas­i­ly white boys be­come In­di­an­ized, so at­tached to the wild life and free­dom of the red­men that it was im­pos­si­ble to get the cap­tives to re­turn to civ­i­lized life. The boys had been per­mit­ted to grow wild with the In­di­an lads; to fish and shoot and swim with them; to play the In­di­an games—to live idle, joy­ous lives. He said these white boys had been ran­somed and tak­en from cap­tiv­i­ty and re­turned to their homes and, al­though a close watch was kept on them, they con­trived to es­cape and re­turn to the In­di­ans, and that while they were back among civ­i­lized peo­ple it was dif­fi­cult to keep the boys dressed. In sum­mer time it was use­less to at­tempt it. The strong­est hemp-linen shirts, made with the strong­est col­lar and wrist­band, would di­rect­ly be torn off and the lit­tle ras­cals found swim­ming in the riv­er or rolling on the sand.

			If we may be­lieve what these men have said—and there seems no good rea­son why we may not—the In­di­an was very dif­fer­ent from the im­pres­sion giv­en of him. There can be lit­tle doubt that the red­man once lived a no­ble and blame­less life; that he was sim­ple, hon­est and brave, that he had a re­gard for hon­or and a re­spect for a prom­ise far ex­ceed­ing that of most white men. Think of the beau­ti­ful po­et­ry and leg­ends left by these silent men: men who were a part of the woods; men whose mu­sic was the sigh­ing of the wind, the rustling of the leaf, the mur­mur of the brook; men whose sim­ple joys were the chase of the stag, and the light in the dark eye of a maid­en.

			If we wish to find the high­est type of the Amer­i­can In­di­an we must look for him be­fore he was driv­en west by the land-seek­ing pi­o­neer and be­fore he was de­grad­ed by the rum-sell­ing French trad­er.

			The French claimed all the land wa­tered by the Mis­sis­sip­pi Riv­er and its trib­u­taries. The French Cana­di­an was a rest­less, roam­ing ad­ven­tur­er and he found his vo­ca­tion in the fur trade. This fur trade en­gen­dered a strange class of men—bush rangers they were called—whose work was to pad­dle the ca­noe along the lakes and streams and ex­change their cheap rum for the valu­able furs of the In­di­ans. To these men the In­di­ans of the west owe their degra­da­tion. These bush rangers or coureurs-des-bois, per­vert­ed the In­di­ans and sank in­to bar­barism with them.

			The few trav­ellers there in those days were of­ten sur­prised to find in the wig­wams of the In­di­ans men who ac­knowl­edged the blood of France, yet who had lost all sem­blance to the white man. They lived in their te­pee with their In­di­an squaws and lolled on their blan­kets while the squaws cooked their veni­son and did all the work. They let their hair grow long and wore feath­ers in it; they paint­ed their faces hideous­ly with ochre and ver­mil­ion.

			These were the worth­less traders and ad­ven­tur­ers who, from the year 1748 to 1783, en­croached on the hunt­ing grounds of the In­di­ans and ex­plored the wilder­ness, seek­ing out the re­mote tribes and trad­ing the vil­lain­ous rum for the rare pelts. In 1784 the French au­thor­i­ties, re­al­iz­ing that these va­grants were de­mor­al­iz­ing the In­di­ans, warned them to get off the soil. Find­ing this course in­ef­fec­tu­al they ar­rest­ed those that could be ap­pre­hend­ed and sent them to Cana­da. But it was too late; the harm had been done; the poor, ig­no­rant sav­age had tast­ed of the ter­ri­ble “fire wa­ter,” as he called the rum, and his ru­in was in­evitable.

			It was a sin­gu­lar fact that al­most ev­ery In­di­an who had once tast­ed strong drink, was un­able to re­sist the de­sire for more. When a trad­er came to one of the In­di­an ham­lets the braves pur­chased a keg of rum and then they held a coun­cil to see who was to get drunk and who was to keep sober. It was nec­es­sary to have some sober In­di­ans in camp, oth­er­wise the drunk­en braves would kill one an­oth­er. The weapons would have to be con­cealed. When the In­di­ans had fin­ished one keg of rum they would buy an­oth­er, and so on un­til not a beaver skin was left. Then the trad­er would move on. When the In­di­ans sobered up they would be much de­ject­ed, for in­vari­ably they would find that some had been wound­ed, oth­ers crip­pled, and of­ten sev­er­al had been killed.

			Lo­gan, us­ing all his elo­quence, trav­eled from vil­lage to vil­lage vis­it­ing the dif­fer­ent tribes and mak­ing speech­es. He urged the In­di­ans to shun the dread­ed “fire wa­ter.” He ex­claimed against the whites for in­tro­duc­ing liquor to the In­di­ans and thus de­bas­ing them. At the same time Lo­gan ad­mit­ted his own fond­ness for rum. This in­tel­li­gent and no­ble In­di­an was mur­dered in a drunk­en fight short­ly af­ter send­ing his ad­dress to Lord Dun­more.

			Thus it was that the poor In­di­ans had no chance to avert their down­fall; the steadi­ly in­creas­ing tide of land-steal­ing set­tlers rolling west­ward, and the in­sid­i­ous, de­bas­ing, soul-de­stroy­ing liquor were the no­ble red­man’s doom.

			

			Isaac Zane dropped back not al­to­geth­er un­hap­pi­ly in­to his old place in the wig­wam, in the hunt­ing par­ties, and in the In­di­an games.

			When the braves were in camp, the great­est part of the day was spent in shoot­ing and run­ning match­es, in ca­noe races, in wrestling, and in the game of ball. The chiefs and the old­er braves who had won their lau­rels and the maid­ens of the tribe looked on and ap­plaud­ed.

			Isaac en­tered in­to all these pas­times, part­ly be­cause he had a nat­u­ral love for them, and part­ly be­cause he wished to win the re­gard of the In­di­ans. In wrestling, and in those sports which re­quired weight and en­durance, he usu­al­ly suf­fered de­feat. In a foot race there was not a brave in the en­tire tribe who could keep even with him. But it was with the ri­fle that Isaac won his great­est dis­tinc­tion. The In­di­ans nev­er learned the fin­er shoot­ing with the ri­fle. Some few of them could shoot well, but for the most part they were poor marks­men.

			Ac­cord­ing­ly, Isaac was al­ways tak­en on the fall hunt. Ev­ery au­tumn there were three par­ties sent out to bring in the sup­ply of meat for the win­ter. Be­cause of Isaac’s fine marks­man­ship he was al­ways tak­en with the bear hunters. Bear hunt­ing was ex­cit­ing and dan­ger­ous work. Be­fore the weath­er got very cold and win­ter ac­tu­al­ly set in the bears crawled in­to a hole in a tree or a cave in the rocks, where they hi­ber­nat­ed. A fa­vorite place for them was in hol­low trees. When the In­di­ans found a tree with the scratch­es of a bear on it and a hole large enough to ad­mit the body of a bear, an In­di­an climbed up the tree and with a long pole tried to punch Bru­in out of his den. Of­ten this was a haz­ardous un­der­tak­ing, for the bear would get an­gry on be­ing dis­turbed in his win­ter sleep and would rush out be­fore the In­di­an could reach a place of safe­ty. At times there were even two or three bears in one den. Some­times the bear would refuse to come out, and on these oc­ca­sions, which were rare, the hunters would re­sort to fire. A piece of dry, rot­ten wood was fas­tened to a long pole and was set on fire. When this was pushed in on the bear he would give a sniff and a growl and come out in a hur­ry.

			The buf­fa­lo and elk were hunt­ed with the bow and ar­row. This ef­fec­tive weapon did not make a noise and fright­en the game. The wary In­di­an crawled through the high grass un­til with­in easy range and some­times killed sev­er­al buf­fa­lo or elk be­fore the herd be­came alarmed. The meat was then jerked. This con­sist­ed in cut­ting it in­to thin strips and dry­ing it in the sun. Af­ter­wards it was hung up in the lodges. The skins were stretched on poles to dry, and when cured they served as robes, cloth­ing and wig­wam cov­er­ings.

			The In­di­ans were fond of hon­ey and maple sug­ar. The find­ing of a hive of bees, or a good run of maple syrup was an oc­ca­sion for gen­er­al re­joic­ing. They found the hon­ey in hol­low trees, and they ob­tained the maple sug­ar in two ways. When the sap came up in the maple trees a hole was bored in the trees about a foot from the ground and a small tube, usu­al­ly made from a piece of alder, was in­sert­ed in the hole. Through this the sap was car­ried in­to a ves­sel which was placed un­der the tree. This sap was boiled down in ket­tles. If the In­di­ans had no ket­tles they made the frost take the place of heat in pre­par­ing the sug­ar. They used shal­low ves­sels made of bark, and these were filled with wa­ter and the maple sap. It was left to freeze over night and in the morn­ing the ice was bro­ken and thrown away. The sug­ar did not freeze. When this process had been re­peat­ed sev­er­al times the residue was very good maple sug­ar.

			Isaac did more than his share to­ward the work of pro­vi­sion­ing the vil­lage for the win­ter. But he en­joyed it. He was par­tic­u­lar­ly fond of fish­ing by moon­light. Ear­ly No­vem­ber was the best sea­son for this sport, and the In­di­ans caught large num­bers of fish. They placed a torch in the bow of a ca­noe and pad­dled noise­less­ly over the stream. In the clear wa­ter a bright light would so at­tract and fas­ci­nate the fish that they would lie mo­tion­less near the bot­tom of the shal­low stream.

			One cold night Isaac was in the bow of the ca­noe. See­ing a large fish he whis­pered to the In­di­ans with him to ex­er­cise cau­tion. His guides pad­dled noise­less­ly through the wa­ter. Isaac stood up and raised the spear, ready to strike. In an­oth­er sec­ond Isaac had cast the iron, but in his ea­ger­ness he over­bal­anced him­self and plunged head first in­to the icy cur­rent, mak­ing a great splash and spoil­ing any fur­ther fish­ing. In­ci­dents like this were a source of in­fi­nite amuse­ment to the In­di­ans.

			Be­fore the au­tumn evenings grew too cold the In­di­an held their court­ing dances. All un­mar­ried maid­ens and braves in the vil­lage were ex­pect­ed to take part in these dances. In the bright light of huge fires, and watched by the chiefs, the old men, the squaws, and the chil­dren, the maid­ens and the braves, ar­rayed in their gaud­i­est ap­par­el, marched in­to the cir­cle. They formed two lines a few paces apart. Each held in the right hand a dry gourd which con­tained peb­bles. Ad­vanc­ing to­ward one an­oth­er they sang the court­ing song, keep­ing time to the tune with the rat­tling of the peb­bles. When they met in the cen­ter the braves bent for­ward and whis­pered a word to the maid­ens. At a cer­tain point in the song, which was in­di­cat­ed by a loud­er note, the maid­ens would change their po­si­tions, and this was con­tin­ued un­til ev­ery brave had whis­pered to ev­ery maid­en, when the dance end­ed.

			Isaac took part in all these plea­sures; he en­tered in­to ev­ery phase of the In­di­an’s life; he hunt­ed, worked, played, danced, and sang with faith­ful­ness. But when the long, drea­ry win­ter days came with their ice-laden breezes, en­forc­ing idle­ness on the In­di­ans, he be­came rest­less. Some­times for days he would be mo­rose and gloomy, keep­ing be­side his own tent and not min­gling with the In­di­ans. At such times My­eer­ah did not ques­tion him.

			Even in his hap­pi­er hours his di­ver­sions were not many. He nev­er tired of watch­ing and study­ing the In­di­an chil­dren. When he had an op­por­tu­ni­ty with­out be­ing ob­served, which was sel­dom, he amused him­self with the pa­poos­es. The In­di­an ba­by was strapped to a flat piece of wood and cov­ered with a broad flap of buck­skin. The squaws hung these prim­i­tive ba­by car­riages up on the pole of a te­pee, on a branch of a tree, or threw them round any­where. Isaac nev­er heard a pa­poose cry. He of­ten pulled down the flap of buck­skin and looked at the solemn lit­tle fel­low, who would stare up at him with big, won­der­ing eyes.

			Isaac’s most in­ti­mate friend was a six year old In­di­an boy, whom he called Cap­tain Jack. He was the son of Thun­der­cloud, the war chief of the Hurons. Jack made a brave pic­ture in his buck­skin hunt­ing suit and his war bon­net. Al­ready he could stick tena­cious­ly on the back of a rac­ing mus­tang, and with his lit­tle bow he could place ar­row af­ter ar­row in the cen­ter of the tar­get. Know­ing Cap­tain Jack would some day be a mighty chief, Isaac taught him to speak Eng­lish. He en­deav­ored to make Jack love him, so that when the lad should grow to be a man he would re­mem­ber his white broth­er and show mer­cy to the pris­on­ers who fell in­to his pow­er.

			An­oth­er of Isaac’s fa­vorites was a half-breed Ot­tawa In­di­an, a dis­tant rel­a­tive of Tarhe’s. This In­di­an was very old; no one knew how old; his face was seamed and scarred and wrin­kled. Bent and shrunk­en was his form. He slept most of the time, but at long in­ter­vals he would bright­en up and tell of his prow­ess when a war­rior.

			One of his fa­vorite sto­ries was of the part he had tak­en in the events of that fa­tal and mem­o­rable Ju­ly 2, 1755, when Gen. Brad­dock and his Eng­lish army were mas­sa­cred by the French and In­di­ans near Fort Duquesne.

			The old chief told how Beau­jeu with his French­men and his five hun­dred In­di­ans am­bushed Brad­dock’s army, sur­round­ed the sol­diers, fired from the ravines, the trees, the long grass, poured a piti­less hail of bul­lets on the be­wil­dered British sol­diers, who, un­ac­cus­tomed to this dead­ly and un­seen foe, hud­dled un­der the trees like herds of fright­ened sheep, and were shot down with hard­ly an ef­fort to de­fend them­selves.

			The old chief re­lat­ed that fif­teen years af­ter that bat­tle he went to the Kanawha set­tle­ment to see the Big Chief, Gen. George Wash­ing­ton, who was trav­el­ling on the Kanawha. He told Gen. Wash­ing­ton how he had fought in the bat­tle of Brad­dock’s Fields; how he had shot and killed Gen. Brad­dock; how he had fired re­peat­ed­ly at Wash­ing­ton, and had killed two hors­es un­der him, and how at last he came to the con­clu­sion that Wash­ing­ton was pro­tect­ed by the Great Spir­it who des­tined him for a great fu­ture.

			

			My­eer­ah was the In­di­an name for a rare and beau­ti­ful bird—the white crane—com­mon­ly called by the In­di­ans, Walk-in-the-Wa­ter. It had been the name of Tarhe’s moth­er and grand­moth­er. The present My­eer­ah was the daugh­ter of a French wom­an, who had been tak­en cap­tive at a very ear­ly age, adopt­ed in­to the Huron tribe, and mar­ried to Tarhe. The on­ly child of this union was My­eer­ah. She grew to be a beau­ti­ful wom­an and was known in De­troit and the Cana­di­an forts as Tarhe’s white daugh­ter. The old chief of­ten vis­it­ed the towns along the lake shore, and so proud was he of My­eer­ah that he al­ways had her ac­com­pa­ny him. White men trav­eled far to look at the In­di­an beau­ty. Many French sol­diers wooed her in vain. Once, while Tarhe was in De­troit, a not­ed French fam­i­ly tried in ev­ery way to get pos­ses­sion of My­eer­ah.

			The head of this fam­i­ly be­lieved he saw in My­eer­ah the child of his long lost daugh­ter. Tarhe hur­ried away from the city and nev­er re­turned to the white set­tle­ment.

			My­eer­ah was on­ly five years old at the time of the cap­ture of the Zane broth­ers and it was at this ear­ly age that she formed the at­tach­ment for Isaac Zane which clung to her all her life. She was sev­en when the men came from De­troit to ran­som the broth­ers, and she showed such grief when she learned that Isaac was to be re­turned to his peo­ple that Tarhe re­fused to ac­cept any ran­som for Isaac. As My­eer­ah grew old­er her child­ish fan­cy for the white boy deep­ened in­to an in­tense love.

			But while this love ten­dered her in­ex­orable to Isaac on the ques­tion of giv­ing him his free­dom, it un­doubt­ed­ly saved his life as well as the lives of oth­er white pris­on­ers, on more than one oc­ca­sion.

			To the white cap­tives who fell in­to the hands of the Hurons, she was kind and mer­ci­ful; many of the wound­ed she had tend­ed with her own hands, and many poor wretch­es she had saved from the gaunt­let and the stake. When her ef­forts to per­suade her fa­ther to save any one were un­avail­ing she would re­tire in sor­row to her lodge and re­main there.

			Her in­fat­u­a­tion for the White Ea­gle, the Huron name for Isaac, was an old sto­ry; it was known to all the tribes and had long ceased to be ques­tioned. At first some of the Delawares and the Shawnee braves, who had failed to win My­eer­ah’s love, had open­ly scorned her for her love for the pale face. The Wyan­dot war­riors to a man wor­shipped her; they would have marched straight in­to the jaws of death at her com­mand; they re­sent­ed the in­sults which had been cast on their princess, and they had wiped them out in blood: now none dared taunt her.

			In the spring fol­low­ing Isaac’s re­cap­ture a very se­ri­ous ac­ci­dent be­fell him. He had be­come ex­pert in the In­di­an game of ball, which is a game re­sem­bling the Cana­di­an lacrosse, and from which, in fact, it had been adopt­ed. Goals were placed at both ends of a lev­el plain. Each par­ty of In­di­ans chose a goal which they en­deav­ored to de­fend and at the same time would try to car­ry the ball over their op­po­nent’s line.

			A well con­test­ed game of In­di­an ball pre­sent­ed a scene of won­der­ful ef­fort and ex­cite­ment. Hun­dreds of strong and sup­ple braves could be seen run­ning over the plain, dart­ing this way and that, or strug­gling in a yelling, kick­ing, fight­ing mass, all in a mad scram­ble to get the ball.

			As Isaac had his share of the Zane swift­ness of foot, at times his re­al­ly re­mark­able fleet­ness en­abled him to get con­trol of the ball. In front of the band of yelling sav­ages he would car­ry it down the field, and evad­ing the guards at the goal would throw it be­tween the posts. This was a feat of which any brave could be proud.

			Dur­ing one of these games Red Fox, a Wyan­dot brave, who had long been hope­less­ly in love with My­eer­ah, and who cor­dial­ly hat­ed Isaac, used this op­por­tu­ni­ty for re­venge. Red Fox, who was a swift run­ner, had vied with Isaac for the hon­ors, but be­ing de­feat­ed in the end, he had yield­ed to his jeal­ous fren­zy and had struck Isaac a ter­ri­ble blow on the head with his bat.

			It hap­pened to be a glanc­ing blow or Isaac’s life would have been end­ed then and there. As it was he had a deep gash in his head. The In­di­ans car­ried him to his lodge and the medicine men of the tribe were sum­moned.

			When Isaac re­cov­ered con­scious­ness he asked for My­eer­ah and en­treat­ed her not to pun­ish Red Fox. He knew that such a course would on­ly in­crease his dif­fi­cul­ties, and, on the oth­er hand, if he saved the life of the In­di­an who had struck him in such a cow­ard­ly man­ner such an act would ap­peal fa­vor­ably to the In­di­ans. His en­treaties had no ef­fect on My­eer­ah, who was fu­ri­ous, and who said that if Red Fox, who had es­caped, ev­er re­turned he would pay for his un­pro­voked as­sault with his life, even if she had to kill him her­self. Isaac knew that My­eer­ah would keep her word. He dread­ed ev­ery morn­ing that the old squaw who pre­pared his meals would bring him the news that his as­sailant had been slain. Red Fox was a pop­u­lar brave, and there were many In­di­ans who be­lieved the blow he had struck Isaac was not in­ten­tion­al. Isaac wor­ried need­less­ly, how­ev­er, for Red Fox nev­er came back, and noth­ing could be learned as to his where­abouts.

			It was dur­ing his con­va­les­cence that Isaac learned re­al­ly to love the In­di­an maid­en. She showed such dis­tress in the first days af­ter his in­jury, and such hap­pi­ness when he was out of dan­ger and on the road to re­cov­ery that Isaac won­dered at her. She at­tend­ed him with anx­ious so­lic­i­tude; when she bathed and ban­daged his wound her ev­ery touch was a ten­der ca­ress; she sat by him for hours; her low voice made soft melody as she sang the Huron love songs. The mo­ments were sweet to Isaac when in the gath­er­ing twi­light she leaned her head on his shoul­der while they lis­tened to the evening car­ol of the whip­poor­will. Days passed and at length Isaac was en­tire­ly well. One day when the air was laden with the warm breath of sum­mer My­eer­ah and Isaac walked by the riv­er.

			“You are sad again,” said My­eer­ah.

			“I am home­sick. I want to see my peo­ple. My­eer­ah, you have named me right­ly. The Ea­gle can nev­er be hap­py un­less he is free.”

			“The Ea­gle can be hap­py with his mate. And what life could be freer than a Huron’s? I hope al­ways that you will grow con­tent.”

			“It has been a long time now, My­eer­ah, since I have spo­ken with you of my free­dom. Will you ev­er free me? Or must I take again those aw­ful chances of es­cape? I can­not al­ways live here in this way. Some day I shall be killed while try­ing to get away, and then, if you tru­ly love me, you will nev­er for­give your­self.”

			“Does not My­eer­ah tru­ly love you?” she asked, gaz­ing straight in­to his eyes, her own misty and sad.

			“I do not doubt that, but I think some­times that it is not the right kind of love. It is too sav­age. No man should be made a pris­on­er for no oth­er rea­son than that he is loved by a wom­an. I have tried to teach you many things; the lan­guage of my peo­ple, their ways and thoughts, but I have failed to civ­i­lize you. I can­not make you un­der­stand that it is un­wom­an­ly—do not turn away. I am not in­dif­fer­ent. I have learned to care for you. Your beau­ty and ten­der­ness have made any­thing else im­pos­si­ble.”

			“My­eer­ah is proud of her beau­ty, if it pleas­es the Ea­gle. Her beau­ty and her love are his. Yet the Ea­gle’s words make My­eer­ah sad. She can­not tell what she feels. The pale face’s words flow swift­ly and smooth­ly like rip­pling wa­ters, but My­eer­ah’s heart is full and her lips are dumb.”

			My­eer­ah and Isaac stopped un­der a spread­ing elm tree the branch­es of which drooped over and shad­ed the riv­er. The ac­tion of the high wa­ter had worn away the earth round the roots of the old elm, leav­ing them bare and dry when the stream was low. As though Na­ture had been jeal­ous in the in­ter­est of lovers, she had twist­ed and curled the roots in­to a cu­ri­ous­ly shaped bench just above the wa­ter, which was se­clud­ed enough to es­cape all eyes ex­cept those of the beaver and the muskrat. The bank above was car­pet­ed with fresh, dewy grass; blue bells and vi­o­lets hid mod­est­ly un­der their dark green leaves; del­i­cate ferns, like won­der­ful fairy lace, lift­ed their dain­ty heads to sway in the sum­mer breeze. In this qui­et nook the lovers passed many hours.

			“Then, if my White Chief has learned to care for me, he must not try to es­cape,” whis­pered My­eer­ah, ten­der­ly, as she crept in­to Isaac’s arms and laid her head on his breast. “I love you. I love you. What will be­come of My­eer­ah if you leave her? Could she ev­er be hap­py? Could she ev­er for­get? No, no, I will keep my cap­tive.”

			“I can­not per­suade you to let me go?”

			“If I free you I will come and lie here,” cried My­eer­ah, point­ing to the dark pool.

			“Then come with me to my home and live there.”

			“Go with you to the vil­lage of the pale faces, where My­eer­ah would be scorned, point­ed at as your cap­tor, laughed at and pitied? No! No!”

			“But you would not be,” said Isaac, ea­ger­ly. “You would be my wife. My sis­ter and peo­ple will love you. Come, My­eer­ah save me from this bondage; come home with me and I will make you hap­py.”

			“It can nev­er be,” she said, sad­ly, af­ter a long pause. “How would we ev­er reach the fort by the big riv­er? Tarhe loves his daugh­ter and will not give her up. If we tried to get away the braves would over­take us and then even My­eer­ah could not save your life. You would be killed. I dare not try. No, no, My­eer­ah loves too well for that.”

			“You might make the at­tempt,” said Isaac, turn­ing away in bit­ter dis­ap­point­ment. “If you loved me you could not see me suf­fer.”

			“Nev­er say that again,” cried My­eer­ah, pain and scorn in her dark eyes. “Can an In­di­an Princess who has the blood of great chiefs in her veins prove her love in any way that she has not? Some day you will know that you wrong me. I am Tarhe’s daugh­ter. A Huron does not lie.”

			They slow­ly wend­ed their way back to the camp, both mis­er­able at heart; Isaac long­ing to see his home and friends, and yet with ten­der­ness in his heart for the In­di­an maid­en who would not free him; My­eer­ah with pity and love for him, and a fear that her long cher­ished dream could nev­er be re­al­ized.

			One dark, stormy night, when the rain beat down in tor­rents and the swollen riv­er raged al­most to its banks, Isaac slipped out of his lodge un­ob­served and un­der cov­er of the pitchy dark­ness he got safe­ly be­tween the lines of te­pees to the riv­er. He had just the op­por­tu­ni­ty for which he had been pray­ing. He plunged in­to the wa­ter and float­ing down with the swift cur­rent he soon got out of sight of the flick­er­ing camp­fires. Half a mile be­low he left the wa­ter and ran along the bank un­til he came to a large tree, a land­mark he re­mem­bered, when he turned abrupt­ly to the east and struck out through the dense woods. He trav­eled due east all that night and the next day with­out rest­ing, and with noth­ing to eat ex­cept a small piece of jerked buf­fa­lo meat which he had tak­en the pre­cau­tion to hide in his hunt­ing shirt. He rest­ed part of the sec­ond night and next morn­ing pushed on to­ward the east. He had ex­pect­ed to reach the Ohio that day, but he did not and he no­ticed that the ground seemed to be grad­u­al­ly ris­ing. He did not come across any swampy lands or saw grass or veg­e­ta­tion char­ac­ter­is­tic of the low­lands. He stopped and tried to get his bear­ings. The coun­try was un­known to him, but he be­lieved he knew the gen­er­al lay of the ridges and the wa­ter­cours­es.

			The fourth day found Isaac hope­less­ly lost in the woods. He was fam­ished, hav­ing eat­en but a few herbs and berries in the last two days; his buck­skin gar­ments were torn in tat­ters; his moc­casins were worn out and his feet lac­er­at­ed by the sharp thorns.

			Dark­ness was fast ap­proach­ing when he first re­al­ized that he was lost. He wait­ed hope­ful­ly for the ap­pear­ance of the north star—that most faith­ful of hunter’s guides—but the sky cloud­ed over and no stars ap­peared. Tired out and hope­less he dragged his weary body in­to a dense lau­rel thick­et and lay down to wait for dawn. The dis­mal hoot of an owl near­by, the stealthy steps of some soft-foot­ed an­i­mal prowl­ing round the thick­et, and the mourn­ful sough of the wind in the tree­tops kept him awake for hours, but at last he fell asleep.

		
	
		
			VII

			The chill­ing rains of No­vem­ber and De­cem­ber’s flur­ry of snow had passed and mid­win­ter with its icy blasts had set in. The Black For­est had changed au­tumn’s gay crim­son and yel­low to the somber hue of win­ter and now looked in­de­scrib­ably drea­ry. An ice gorge had formed in the bend of the riv­er at the head of the is­land and from bank to bank logs, drift­wood, bro­ken ice and gi­ant floes were packed and jammed so tight­ly as to re­sist the ac­tion of the mighty cur­rent. This nat­u­ral bridge would re­main sol­id un­til spring had loos­ened the frozen grip of old win­ter. The hills sur­round­ing Fort Hen­ry were white with snow. The huge drifts were on a lev­el with Col. Zane’s fence and in some places the top rail had dis­ap­peared. The pine trees in the yard were weight­ed down and drooped help­less­ly with their white bur­den.

			On this frosty Jan­u­ary morn­ing the on­ly signs of life round the set­tle­ment were a man and a dog walk­ing up Wheel­ing hill. The man car­ried a ri­fle, an axe, and sev­er­al steel traps. His snow­shoes sank in­to the drifts as he la­bored up the steep hill. All at once he stopped. The big black dog had put his nose high in the air and had sniffed at the cold wind.

			“Well, Tige, old fel­low, what is it?” said Jonathan Zane, for this was he.

			The dog an­swered with a low whine. Jonathan looked up and down the creek val­ley and along the hill­side, but he saw no liv­ing thing. Snow, snow ev­ery­where, its white monotony re­lieved here and there by a black tree trunk. Tige sniffed again and then growled. Turn­ing his ear to the breeze Jonathan heard faint yelps from far over the hill­top. He dropped his axe and the traps and ran the re­main­ing short dis­tance up the hill. When he reached the sum­mit the clear bay­ing of hunt­ing wolves was borne to his ears.

			The hill sloped grad­u­al­ly on the oth­er side, end­ing in a white, un­bro­ken plain which ex­tend­ed to the edge of the lau­rel thick­et a quar­ter of a mile dis­tant. Jonathan could not see the wolves, but he heard dis­tinct­ly their pe­cu­liar, bro­ken howls. They were in pur­suit of some­thing, whether quadruped or man he could not de­cide. An­oth­er mo­ment and he was no longer in doubt, for a deer dashed out of the thick­et. Jonathan saw that it was a buck and that he was well nigh ex­haust­ed; his head swung low from side to side; he sank slow­ly to his knees, and showed ev­ery in­di­ca­tion of dis­tress.

			The next in­stant the bay­ing of the wolves, which had ceased for a mo­ment, sound­ed close at hand. The buck stag­gered to his feet; he turned this way and that. When he saw the man and the dog he start­ed to­ward them with­out a mo­ment’s hes­i­ta­tion.

			At a warn­ing word from Jonathan the dog sank on the snow. Jonathan stepped be­hind a tree, which, how­ev­er, was not large enough to screen his body. He thought the buck would pass close by him and he de­ter­mined to shoot at the most fa­vor­able mo­ment.

			The buck, how­ev­er, showed no in­ten­tion of pass­ing by; in his ab­ject ter­ror he saw in the man and the dog foes less ter­ri­ble than those which were yelp­ing on his trail. He came on in a lame un­even trot, mak­ing straight for the tree. When he reached the tree he crouched, or rather fell, on the ground with­in a yard of Jonathan and his dog. He quiv­ered and twitched; his nos­trils flared; at ev­ery pant drops of blood flecked the snow; his great dark eyes had a strained and aw­ful look, al­most hu­man in its agony.

			An­oth­er yelp from the thick­et and Jonathan looked up in time to see five tim­ber wolves, gaunt, hun­gry look­ing beasts, burst from the bush­es. With their noses close to the snow they fol­lowed the trail. When they came to the spot where the deer had fall­en a cho­rus of an­gry, thirsty howls filled the air.

			“Well, if this doesn’t beat me! I thought I knew a lit­tle about deer,” said Jonathan. “Tige, we will save this buck from those gray dev­ils if it costs a leg. Steady now, old fel­low, wait.”

			When the wolves were with­in fifty yards of the tree and com­ing swift­ly Jonathan threw his ri­fle for­ward and yelled with all the pow­er of his strong lungs:

			“Hi! Hi! Hi! Take ’em, Tige!”

			In try­ing to stop quick­ly on the slip­pery snowcrust the wolves fell all over them­selves. One dropped dead and an­oth­er fell wound­ed at the re­port of Jonathan’s ri­fle. The oth­ers turned tail and loped swift­ly off in­to the thick­et. Tige made short work of the wound­ed one.

			“Old White Tail, if you were the last buck in the val­ley, I would not harm you,” said Jonathan, look­ing at the pant­ing deer. “You need have no far­ther fear of that pack of cow­ards.”

			So say­ing Jonathan called to Tige and wend­ed his way down the hill to­ward the set­tle­ment.

			An hour af­ter­ward he was sit­ting in Col. Zane’s com­fort­able cab­in, where all was warmth and cheer­ful­ness. Blaz­ing hick­o­ry logs roared and crack­led in the stone fire­place.

			“Hel­lo, Jack, where did you come from?” said Col. Zane, who had just come in. “Haven’t seen you since we were snowed up. Come over to see about the hors­es? If I were you I would not un­der­take that trip to Fort Pitt un­til the weath­er breaks. You could go in the sled, of course, but if you care any­thing for my ad­vice you will stay home. This weath­er will hold on for some time. Let Lord Dun­more wait.”

			“I guess we are in for some stiff weath­er.”

			“Haven’t a doubt of it. I told Bessie last fall we might ex­pect a hard win­ter. Ev­ery­thing in­di­cat­ed it. Look at the thick corn­husks. The hulls of the nuts from the shell­bark here in the yard were larg­er and tougher than I ev­er saw them. Last Oc­to­ber Tige killed a rac­coon that had the wooli­est kind of a fur. I could have giv­en you a dozen signs of a hard win­ter. We shall still have a month or six weeks of it. In a week will be ground­hog day and you had bet­ter wait and de­cide af­ter that.”

			“I tell you, Eb, I get tired chop­ping wood and hang­ing round the house.”

			“Aha! an­oth­er moody spell,” said Col. Zane, glanc­ing kind­ly at his broth­er. “Jack, if you were mar­ried you would out­grow those ‘blue-dev­ils.’ I used to have them. It runs in the fam­i­ly to be moody. I have known our fa­ther to take his gun and go in­to the woods and stay there un­til he had fought out the spell. I have done that my­self, but since I mar­ried Bessie I have had no re­turn of the old feel­ing. Get mar­ried, Jack, and then you will set­tle down and work. You will not have time to roam around alone in the woods.”

			“I pre­fer the spells, as you call them, any day,” an­swered Jonathan, with a short laugh. “A man with my dis­po­si­tion has no right to get mar­ried. This weath­er is try­ing, for it keeps me in­doors. I can­not hunt be­cause we do not need the meat. And even if I did want to hunt I should not have to go out of sight of the fort. There were three deer in front of the barn this morn­ing. They were near­ly starved. They ran off a lit­tle at sight of me, but in a few mo­ments came back for the hay I pitched out of the loft. This af­ter­noon Tige and I saved a big buck from a pack of wolves. The buck came right up to me. I could have touched him. This storm is send­ing the deer down from the hills.”

			“You are right. It is too bad. Se­vere weath­er like this will kill more deer than an army could. Have you been do­ing any­thing with your traps?”

			“Yes, I have thir­ty traps out.”

			“If you are go­ing, tell Sam to fetch down an­oth­er load of fod­der be­fore he un­hitch­es.”

			“Eb, I have no pa­tience with your broth­ers,” said Col. Zane’s wife to him af­ter he had closed the door. “They are all alike; for­ev­er want­ing to be on the go. If it isn’t In­di­ans it is some­thing else. The very idea of go­ing up the riv­er in this weath­er. If Jonathan doesn’t care for him­self he should think of the hors­es.”

			“My dear, I was just as wild and dis­con­tent­ed as Jack be­fore I met you,” re­marked Col. Zane. “You may not think so, but a home and pret­ty lit­tle wom­an will do won­ders for any man. My broth­ers have noth­ing to keep them steady.”

			“Per­haps. I do not be­lieve that Jonathan ev­er will get mar­ried. Silas may; he cer­tain­ly has been keep­ing com­pa­ny long enough with Mary Ben­net. You are the on­ly Zane who has con­quered that ad­ven­tur­ous spir­it and the de­sire to be al­ways roam­ing the woods in search of some­thing to kill. Your old boy, Noah, is grow­ing up like all the Zanes. He fights with all the chil­dren in the set­tle­ment. I can­not break him of it. He is not a bul­ly, for I have nev­er known him to do any­thing mean or cru­el. It is just sheer love of fight­ing.”

			“Ha! Ha! I fear you will not break him of that,” an­swered Col. Zane. “It is a good joke to say he gets it all from the Zanes. How about the Mc­Col­lochs? What have you to say of your fa­ther and the Ma­jor and John Mc­Col­loch? They are not any­thing if not the fight­ing kind. It’s the best trait the young­ster could have, out here on the bor­der. He’ll need it all. Don’t wor­ry about him. Where is Bet­ty?”

			“I told her to take the chil­dren out for a sled ride. Bet­ty needs ex­er­cise. She stays in­doors too much, and of late she looks pale.”

			“What! Bet­ty not look­ing well! She was nev­er ill in her life. I have no­ticed no change in her.”

			“No, I dare­say you have not. You men can’t see any­thing. But I can, and I tell you, Bet­ty is very dif­fer­ent from the girl she used to be. Most of the time she sits and gazes out of her win­dow. She used to be so bright, and when she was not romp­ing with the chil­dren she bus­ied her­self with her nee­dle. Yes­ter­day as I en­tered her room she hur­ried­ly picked up a book, and, I think, in­ten­tion­al­ly hid her face be­hind it. I saw she had been cry­ing.”

			“Come to think of it, I be­lieve I have missed Bet­ty,” said Col. Zane, grave­ly. “She seems more qui­et. Is she un­hap­py? When did you first see this change?”

			“I think it was a lit­tle while af­ter Mr. Clarke left here last fall.”

			“Clarke! What has he to do with Bet­ty? What are you driv­ing at?” ex­claimed the Colonel, stop­ping in front of his wife. His faced had paled slight­ly. “I had for­got­ten Clarke. Bess, you can’t mean—”

			“Now, Eb, do not get that look on your face. You al­ways fright­en me,” an­swered his wife, as she qui­et­ly placed her hand on his arm. “I do not mean any­thing much, cer­tain­ly noth­ing against Mr. Clarke. He was a true gen­tle­man. I re­al­ly liked him.”

			“So did I,” in­ter­rupt­ed the Colonel.

			“I be­lieve Bet­ty cared for Mr. Clarke. She was al­ways dif­fer­ent with him. He has gone away and has for­got­ten her. That is strange to us, be­cause we can­not imag­ine any­one in­dif­fer­ent to our beau­ti­ful Bet­ty. Nev­er­the­less, no mat­ter how at­trac­tive a wom­an may be men some­times love and ride away. I hear the chil­dren com­ing now. Do not let Bet­ty see that we have been talk­ing about her. She is as quick as a steel trap.”

			A peal of child­ish laugh­ter came from with­out. The door opened and Bet­ty ran in, fol­lowed by the stur­dy, rosy-cheeked young­sters. All three were white with snow.

			“We have had great fun,” said Bet­ty. “We went over the bank once and tum­bled off the sled in­to the snow. Then we had a snow­balling con­test, and the boys com­pelled me to strike my col­ors and fly for the house.”

			Col. Zane looked close­ly at his sis­ter. Her cheeks were glow­ing with health; her eyes were sparkling with plea­sure. Fail­ing to ob­serve any in­di­ca­tion of the change in Bet­ty of which his wife had spo­ken, he con­clud­ed that wom­en were bet­ter qual­i­fied to judge their own sex than were men. He had to con­fess to him­self that the on­ly change he could see in his sis­ter was that she grew pret­ti­er ev­ery day of her life.

			“Oh, pa­pa. I hit Sam right in the head with a big snow­ball, and I made Bet­ty run in­to the house, and I slid down the hill all by my­self. Sam was afraid,” said Noah to his fa­ther.

			“Noah, if Sam­my saw the dan­ger in slid­ing down the hill he was braver than you. Now both of you run to An­nie and have these wet things tak­en off.”

			“I must go get on dry clothes my­self,” said Bet­ty. “I am near­ly frozen. It is grow­ing cold­er. I saw Jack come in. Is he go­ing to Fort Pitt?”

			“No. He has de­cid­ed to wait un­til good weath­er. I met Mr. Miller over at the gar­ri­son this af­ter­noon and he wants you to go on the sled ride tonight. There is to be a dance down at Watkins’s place. All the young peo­ple are go­ing. It is a long ride, but I guess it will be per­fect­ly safe. Silas and Wet­zel are go­ing. Dress your­self warm­ly and go with them. You have nev­er seen old Grand­ma Watkins.”

			“I shall be pleased to go,” said Bet­ty.

			Bet­ty’s room was very cozy, con­sid­er­ing that it was in a pi­o­neer’s cab­in. It had two win­dows, the larg­er of which opened on the side to­ward the riv­er. The walls had been smooth­ly plas­tered and cov­ered with white birch­bark. They were adorned with a few pic­tures and In­di­an or­na­ments. A bright home­spun car­pet cov­ered the floor. A small book­case stood in the cor­ner. The oth­er fur­ni­ture con­sist­ed of two chairs, a small ta­ble, a bu­reau with a mir­ror, and a large wardrobe. It was in this last that Bet­ty kept the gowns which she had brought from Phil­a­del­phia, and which were the won­der of all the girls in the vil­lage.

			“I won­der why Eb looked so close­ly at me,” mused Bet­ty, as she slipped on her lit­tle moc­casins. “Usu­al­ly he is not anx­ious to have me go so far from the fort; and now he seemed to think I would en­joy this dance tonight. I won­der what Bessie has been telling him.”

			Bet­ty threw some wood on the smol­der­ing fire in the lit­tle stone grate and sat down to think. Like ev­ery­one who has a hu­mil­i­at­ing se­cret, Bet­ty was eter­nal­ly sus­pi­cious and feared the very walls would guess it. Swift as light came the thought that her broth­er and his wife had sus­pect­ed her se­cret and had been talk­ing about her, per­haps pity­ing her. With this thought came the fear that if she had be­trayed her­self to the Colonel’s wife she might have done so to oth­ers. The con­scious­ness that this might well be true and that even now the girls might be talk­ing and laugh­ing at her caused her ex­ceed­ing shame and bit­ter­ness.

			Many weeks had passed since that last night that Bet­ty and Al­fred Clarke had been to­geth­er.

			In due time Col. Zane’s men re­turned and Bet­ty learned from Jonathan that Al­fred had left them at Ft. Pitt, say­ing he was go­ing south to his old home. At first she had ex­pect­ed some word from Al­fred, a let­ter, or if not that, sure­ly an apol­o­gy for his con­duct on that last evening they had been to­geth­er. But Jonathan brought her no word, and af­ter hop­ing against hope and wear­ing away the long days look­ing for a let­ter that nev­er came, she ceased to hope and plunged in­to de­spair.

			The last few months had changed her life; changed it as on­ly con­stant think­ing, and suf­fer­ing that must be hid­den from the world, can change the life of a young girl. She had been so in­tent on her own thoughts, so deep in her dreams that she had tak­en no heed of oth­er peo­ple. She did not know that those who loved her were al­ways think­ing of her wel­fare and would nat­u­ral­ly see even a slight change in her. With a sud­den shock of sur­prise and pain she re­al­ized that to­day for the first time in a month she had played with the boys. Sam­my had asked her why she did not laugh any more. Now she un­der­stood the mad an­tics of Tige that morn­ing; Mad­cap’s whin­ny of de­light; the chat­ter­ing of the squir­rels, and Cae­sar’s pranks in the snow. She had ne­glect­ed her pets. She had ne­glect­ed her work, her friends, the boys’ lessons, and her broth­er. For what? What would her girl friends say? That she was pin­ing for a lover who had for­got­ten her. They would say that and it would be true. She did think of him con­stant­ly.

			With bit­ter pain she re­called the first days of the ac­quain­tance which now seemed so long past; how much she had dis­liked Al­fred; how an­gry she had been with him and how con­temp­tu­ous­ly she had spurned his first prof­fer of friend­ship; how, lit­tle by lit­tle, her pride had been sub­dued; then the strug­gle with her heart. And, at last, af­ter he had gone, came the re­al­iza­tion that the mo­ments spent with him had been the sweet­est of her life. She thought of him as she used to see him stand be­fore her; so good to look at; so strong and mas­ter­ful, and yet so gen­tle.

			“Oh, I can­not bear it,” whis­pered Bet­ty with a half sob, giv­ing up to a rush of ten­der feel­ing. “I love him. I love him, and I can­not for­get him. Oh, I am so ashamed.”

			Bet­ty bowed her head on her knees. Her slight form quiv­ered a while and then grew still. When a half hour lat­er she raised her head her face was pale and cold. It bore the look of a girl who had sud­den­ly be­come a wom­an; a wom­an who saw the bat­tle of life be­fore her and who was ready to fight. Stern re­solve gleamed from her flash­ing eyes; there was no fal­ter­ing in those set lips.

			Bet­ty was a Zane and the Zanes came of a fight­ing race. Their blood had ev­er been hot and pas­sion­ate; the blood of men quick to love and quick to hate. It had flowed in the veins of dar­ing, reck­less men who had fought and died for their coun­try; men who had won their sweet­hearts with the sword; men who had had un­con­quer­able spir­its. It was this fight­ing in­stinct that now rose in Bet­ty; it gave her strength and pride to de­fend her se­cret; the re­solve to fight against the long­ing in her heart.

			“I will for­get him! I will tear him out of my heart!” she ex­claimed pas­sion­ate­ly. “He nev­er de­served my love. He did not care. I was a lit­tle fool to let him amuse him­self with me. He went away and for­got. I hate him.”

			At length Bet­ty sub­dued her ex­cite­ment, and when she went down to sup­per a few min­utes lat­er she tried to main­tain a cheer­ful com­po­sure of man­ner and to chat with her old-time vi­vac­i­ty.

			“Bessie, I am sure you have ex­ag­ger­at­ed things,” re­marked Col. Zane af­ter Bet­ty had gone up­stairs to dress for the dance. “Per­haps it is on­ly that Bet­ty grows a lit­tle tired of this howl­ing wilder­ness. Small won­der if she does. You know she has al­ways been used to com­fort and many young peo­ple, places to go and all that. This is her first win­ter on the fron­tier. She’ll come round all right.”

			“Have it your way, Ebenez­er,” an­swered his wife with a look of amused con­tempt on her face. “I am sure I hope you are right. By the way, what do you think of this Ralfe Miller? He has been much with Bet­ty of late.”

			“I do not know the fel­low, Bessie. He seems agree­able. He is a good-look­ing young man. Why do you ask?”

			“The Ma­jor told me that Miller had a bad name at Pitt, and that he had been a friend of Si­mon Gir­ty be­fore Gir­ty be­came a rene­gade.”

			“Humph! I’ll have to speak to Sam. As for know­ing Gir­ty, there is noth­ing ter­ri­ble in that. All the wom­en seem to think that Si­mon is the very prince of dev­ils. I have known all the Gir­tys for years. Si­mon was not a bad fel­low be­fore he went over to the In­di­ans. It is his broth­er James who has com­mit­ted most of those deeds which have made the name of Gir­ty so in­fa­mous.”

			“I don’t like Miller,” con­tin­ued Mrs. Zane in a hes­i­tat­ing way. “I must ad­mit that I have no sen­si­ble rea­son for my dis­like. He is pleas­ant and agree­able, yes, but be­hind it there is a cer­tain in­ten­si­ty. That man has some­thing on his mind.”

			“If he is in love with Bet­ty, as you seem to think, he has enough on his mind. I’ll vouch for that,” said Col. Zane. “Bet­ty is in­clined to be a co­quette. If she liked Clarke pret­ty well, it may be a les­son to her.”

			“I wish she were mar­ried and set­tled down. It may have been no great harm for Bet­ty to have had many ad­mir­ers while in Phil­a­del­phia, but out here on the bor­der it will nev­er do. These men will not have it. There will be trou­ble come of Bet­ty’s co­quet­tish­ness.”

			“Why, Bessie, she is on­ly a child. What would you have her do? Mar­ry the first man who asked her?”

			“The clod­hop­pers are com­ing,” said Mrs. Zane as the jin­gling of sleigh bells broke the still­ness.

			Col. Zane sprang up and opened the door. A broad stream of light flashed from the room and light­ed up the road. Three pow­er­ful teams stood be­fore the door. They were hitched to sleds, or clod­hop­pers, which were noth­ing more than wag­on beds fas­tened on wood­en run­ners. A cho­rus of mer­ry shouts greet­ed Col. Zane as he ap­peared in the door­way.

			“All right! all right! Here she is,” he cried, as Bet­ty ran down the steps.

			The Colonel bun­dled her in a buf­fa­lo robe in a cor­ner of the fore­most sled. At her feet he placed a buck­skin bag con­tain­ing a hot stone Mrs. Zane thought­ful­ly had pro­vid­ed.

			“All ready here. Let them go,” called the Colonel. “You will have clear weath­er. Com­ing back look well to the traces and keep a watch for the wolves.”

			The long whips cracked, the bells jin­gled, the im­pa­tient hors­es plunged for­ward and away they went over the glis­ten­ing snow. The night was clear and cold; count­less stars blinked in the black vault over­head; the pale moon cast its win­try light down on a white and frozen world. As the run­ners glid­ed swift­ly and smooth­ly on­ward show­ers of dry snow like fine pow­der flew from un­der the hors­es’ hoofs and soon whitened the black-robed fig­ures in the sleds. The way led down the hill past the Fort, over the creek bridge and along the road that skirt­ed the Black For­est. The ride was long; it led up and down hills, and through a lengthy stretch of gloomy for­est. Some­times the driv­ers walked the hors­es up a steep climb and again raced them along a lev­el bot­tom. Mak­ing a turn in the road they saw a bright light in the dis­tance which marked their des­ti­na­tion. In five min­utes the hors­es dashed in­to a wide clear­ing. An im­mense log fire burned in front of a two-sto­ry struc­ture. Streams of light poured from the small win­dows; the squeak­ing of fid­dles, the shuf­fling of many feet, and gay laugh­ter came through the open door.

			The steam­ing hors­es were un­hitched, cov­ered care­ful­ly with robes and led in­to shel­tered places, while the mer­ry par­ty dis­ap­peared in­to the house.

			The oc­ca­sion was the cel­e­bra­tion of the birth­day of old Dan Watkins’s daugh­ter. Dan was one of the old­est set­tlers along the riv­er; in fact, he had lo­cat­ed his farm sev­er­al years af­ter Col. Zane had found­ed the set­tle­ment. He was not­ed for his open­hand­ed deal­ing and kind­ness of heart. He had loaned many a head of cat­tle which had nev­er been re­turned, and many a sack of flour had left his mill un­paid for in grain. He was a good shot, he would lay a tree on the ground as quick­ly as any man who ev­er swung an axe, and he could drink more whiskey than any man in the val­ley.

			Dan stood at the door with a smile of wel­come up­on his rugged fea­tures and a hand­shake and a pleas­ant word for ev­ery­one. His daugh­ter Su­san greet­ed the men with a lit­tle curt­sy and kissed the girls up­on the cheek. Su­san was not pret­ty, though she was strong and healthy; her laugh­ing blue eyes as­sured a sun­ny dis­po­si­tion, and she num­bered her suit­ors by the score.

			The young peo­ple lost no time. Soon the floor was cov­ered with their whirling forms.

			In one cor­ner of the room sat a lit­tle dried-up old wom­an with white hair and bright dark eyes. This was Grand­ma Watkins. She was very old, so old that no one knew her age, but she was still vig­or­ous enough to do her day’s work with more plea­sure than many a younger wom­an. Just now she was talk­ing to Wet­zel, who leaned up­on his in­sep­a­ra­ble ri­fle and lis­tened to her chat­ter. The hunter liked the old la­dy and would of­ten stop at her cab­in while on his way to the set­tle­ment and leave at her door a fat tur­key or a haunch of veni­son.

			“Lew Wet­zel, I am ashamed of you.” Grand­moth­er Watkins was say­ing. “Put that gun in the cor­ner and get out there and dance. En­joy your­self. You are on­ly a boy yet.”

			“I’d bet­ter look on, moth­er,” an­swered the hunter.

			“Pshaw! You can hop and skip around like any of them and laugh too if you want. I hope that pret­ty sis­ter of Eb Zane has caught your fan­cy.”

			“She is not for the like of me,” he said gen­tly. “I haven’t the gifts.”

			“Don’t talk about gifts. Not to an old wom­an who has lived three times and more your age,” she said im­pa­tient­ly. “It is not gifts a wom­an wants out here in the West. If she does ’twill do her no good. She needs a strong arm to build cab­ins, a quick eye with a ri­fle, and a fear­less heart. What bor­der wom­en want are hous­es and chil­dren. They must bring up men, men to drive the red­skins back, men to till the soil, or else what is the good of our suf­fer­ing here.”

			“You are right,” said Wet­zel thought­ful­ly. “But I’d hate to see a flow­er like Bet­ty Zane in a rude hunter’s cab­in.”

			“I have known the Zanes for forty year’ and I nev­er saw one yet that was afraid of work. And you might win her if you would give up run­ning mad af­ter In­di­ans. I’ll al­low no wom­an would put up with that. You have killed many In­di­ans. You ought to be sat­is­fied.”

			“Fight­in’ red­skins is some­thin’ I can’t help,” said the hunter, slow­ly shak­ing his head. “If I got mar­ried the fever would come on and I’d leave home. No, I’m no good for a wom­an. Fight­in’ is all I’m good for.”

			“Why not fight for her, then? Don’t let one of these boys walk off with her. Look at her. She likes fun and ad­mi­ra­tion. I be­lieve you do care for her. Why not try to win her?”

			“Who is that tall man with her?” con­tin­ued the old la­dy as Wet­zel did not an­swer. “There, they have gone in­to the oth­er room. Who is he?”

			“His name is Miller.”

			“Lewis, I don’t like him. I have been watch­ing him all evening. I’m a con­trary old wom­an, I know, but I have seen a good many men in my time, and his face is not hon­est. He is in love with her. Does she care for him?”

			“No, Bet­ty doesn’t care for Miller. She’s just full of life and fun.”

			“You may be mis­tak­en. All the Zanes are fire and brim­stone and this girl is a Zane clear through. Go and fetch her to me, Lewis. I’ll tell you if there’s a chance for you.”

			“Dear moth­er, per­haps there’s a wife in Heav­en for me. There’s none on earth,” said the hunter, a sad smile flit­ting over his calm face.

			Ralfe Miller, whose ac­tions had oc­ca­sioned the re­marks of the old la­dy, would have been con­spic­u­ous in any as­sem­bly of men. There was some­thing in his dark face that com­pelled in­ter­est and yet left the ob­serv­er in doubt. His square chin, deep-set eyes and firm mouth de­not­ed a strong and in­domitable will. He looked a man whom it would be dan­ger­ous to cross.

			Lit­tle was known of Miller’s his­to­ry. He hailed from Ft. Pitt, where he had a rep­u­ta­tion as a good sol­dier, but a man of mo­rose and quar­rel­some dis­po­si­tion. It was whis­pered that he drank, and that he had been friend­ly with the rene­gades Mc­K­ee, El­liott, and Gir­ty. He had passed the fall and win­ter at Ft. Hen­ry, serv­ing on gar­ri­son du­ty. Since he had made the ac­quain­tance of Bet­ty he had shown her all the at­ten­tion pos­si­ble.

			On this night a close ob­serv­er would have seen that Miller was la­bor­ing un­der some strong feel­ing. A half-sub­dued fire gleamed from his dark eyes. A pe­cu­liar ner­vous twitch­ing of his nos­trils be­trayed a poor­ly sup­pressed ex­cite­ment.

			All evening he fol­lowed Bet­ty like a shad­ow. Her kind­ness may have en­cour­aged him. She danced of­ten with him and showed a cer­tain pref­er­ence for his so­ci­ety. Al­ice and Ly­dia were puz­zled by Bet­ty’s man­ner. As they were in­ti­mate friends they be­lieved they knew some­thing of her likes and dis­likes. Had not Bet­ty told them she did not care for Mr. Miller? What was the mean­ing of the arch glances she be­stowed up­on him, if she did not care for him? To be sure, it was noth­ing won­der­ful for Bet­ty to smile—she was al­ways prodi­gal of her smiles—but she had nev­er been known to en­cour­age any man. The truth was that Bet­ty had put her new res­o­lu­tion in­to ef­fect; to be as mer­ry and charm­ing as any fan­cy-free maid­en could pos­si­bly be, and the far­thest re­moved from a young la­dy pin­ing for an ab­sent and in­dif­fer­ent sweet­heart. To her sor­row Bet­ty played her part too well.

			Ex­cept to Wet­zel, whose keen eyes lit­tle es­caped, there was no sig­nif­i­cance in Miller’s hi­lar­i­ty one mo­ment and sud­den thought­ful­ness the next. And if there had been, it would have ex­cit­ed no com­ment. Most of the young men had sam­pled some of old Dan’s best rye and their flushed faces and un­usu­al spir­its did not re­sult al­to­geth­er from the ex­er­cise of the dance.

			Af­ter one of the reels Miller led Bet­ty, with whom he had been danc­ing, in­to one of the side rooms. Round the dim­ly light­ed room were bench­es up­on which were seat­ed some of the dancers. Bet­ty was un­easy in mind and now wished that she had re­mained at home. They had ex­changed sev­er­al com­mon­place re­marks when the mu­sic struck up and Bet­ty rose quick­ly to her feet.

			“See, the oth­ers have gone. Let us re­turn,” she said.

			“Wait,” said Miller hur­ried­ly. “Do not go just yet. I wish to speak to you. I have asked you many times if you will mar­ry me. Now I ask you again.”

			“Mr. Miller, I thanked you and begged you not to cause us both pain by again re­fer­ring to that sub­ject,” an­swered Bet­ty with dig­ni­ty. “If you will per­sist in bring­ing it up we can­not be friends any longer.”

			“Wait, please wait. I have told you that I will not take ‘No’ for an an­swer. I love you with all my heart and soul and I can­not give you up.”

			His voice was low and hoarse and thrilled with a strong man’s pas­sion. Bet­ty looked up in­to his face and tears of com­pas­sion filled her eyes. Her heart soft­ened to this man, and her con­science gave her a lit­tle twinge of re­morse. Could she not have avert­ed all this? No doubt she had been much to blame, and this thought made her voice very low and sweet as she an­swered him.

			“I like you as a friend, Mr. Miller, but we can nev­er be more than friends. I am very sor­ry for you, and an­gry with my­self that I did not try to help you in­stead of mak­ing it worse. Please do not speak of this again. Come, let us join the oth­ers.”

			They were quite alone in the room. As Bet­ty fin­ished speak­ing and start­ed for the door Miller in­ter­cept­ed her. She re­coiled in alarm from his white face.

			“No, you don’t go yet. I won’t give you up so eas­i­ly. No wom­an can play fast and loose with me. Do you un­der­stand? What have you meant all this win­ter? You en­cour­aged me. You know you did,” he cried pas­sion­ate­ly.

			“I thought you were a gen­tle­man. I have re­al­ly tak­en the trou­ble to de­fend you against per­sons who ev­i­dent­ly were not mis­led as to your re­al na­ture. I will not lis­ten to you,” said Bet­ty cold­ly. She turned away from him, all her soft­ened feel­ing changed to scorn.

			“You shall lis­ten to me,” he whis­pered as he grasped her wrist and pulled her back­ward. All the man’s bru­tal pas­sion had been aroused. The fierce bor­der blood boiled with­in his heart. Un­masked he showed him­self in his true col­ors—a fron­tier des­per­a­do. His eyes gleamed dark and lurid be­neath his bent brows and a short, des­per­ate laugh passed his lips.

			“I will make you love me, my proud beau­ty. I shall have you yet, one way or an­oth­er.”

			“Let me go. How dare you touch me!” cried Bet­ty, the hot blood col­or­ing her face. She struck him a sting­ing blow with her free hand and strug­gled with all her might to free her­self; but she was pow­er­less in his iron grasp. Clos­er he drew her.

			“If it costs me my life I will kiss you for that blow,” he mut­tered hoarse­ly.

			“Oh, you cow­ard! you ruf­fi­an! Re­lease me or I will scream.”

			She had opened her lips to call for help when she saw a dark fig­ure cross the thresh­old. She rec­og­nized the tall form of Wet­zel. The hunter stood still in the door­way for a sec­ond and then with the swift­ness of light he sprang for­ward. The sin­gle straight­en­ing of his arm sent Miller back­ward over a bench to the floor with a crash­ing sound. Miller rose with some dif­fi­cul­ty and stood with one hand to his head.

			“Lew, don’t draw your knife,” cried Bet­ty as she saw Wet­zel’s hand go in­side his hunt­ing shirt. She had thrown her­self in front of him as Miller got to his feet. With both lit­tle hands she clung to the brawny arm of the hunter, but she could not stay it. Wet­zel’s hand slipped to his belt.

			“For God’s sake, Lew, do not kill him,” im­plored Bet­ty, gaz­ing hor­ror-strick­en at the glit­ter­ing eyes of the hunter. “You have pun­ished him enough. He on­ly tried to kiss me. I was part­ly to blame. Put your knife away. Do not shed blood. For my sake, Lew, for my sake!”

			When Bet­ty found that she could not hold Wet­zel’s arm she threw her arms round his neck and clung to him with all her young strength. No doubt her ac­tion avert­ed a tragedy. If Miller had been in­clined to draw a weapon then he might have had a good op­por­tu­ni­ty to use it. He had the rep­u­ta­tion of be­ing quick with his knife, and many of his past fights tes­ti­fied that he was not a cow­ard. But he made no ef­fort to at­tack Wet­zel. It was cer­tain that he mea­sured with his eye the dis­tance to the door. Wet­zel was not like oth­er men. Ir­re­spec­tive of his won­der­ful strength and agili­ty there was some­thing about the In­di­an hunter that ter­ri­fied all men. Miller shrank be­fore those eyes. He knew that nev­er in all his life of ad­ven­ture had he been as near death as at that mo­ment. There was noth­ing be­tween him and eter­ni­ty but the del­i­cate arms of this frail girl. At a slight wave of the hunter’s hand to­wards the door he turned and passed out.

			“Oh, how dread­ful!” cried Bet­ty, drop­ping up­on a bench with a sob of re­lief. “I am glad you came when you did even though you fright­ened me more than he did. Prom­ise me that you will not do Miller any fur­ther harm. If you had fought it would all have been on my ac­count; one or both of you might have been killed. Don’t look at me so. I do not care for him. I nev­er did. Now that I know him I de­spise him. He lost his sens­es and tried to kiss me. I could have killed him my­self.”

			Wet­zel did not an­swer. Bet­ty had been hold­ing his hand in both her own while she spoke im­pul­sive­ly.

			“I un­der­stand how dif­fi­cult it is for you to over­look an in­sult to me,” she con­tin­ued earnest­ly. “But I ask it of you. You are my best friend, al­most my broth­er, and I prom­ise you that if he ev­er speaks a word to me again that is not what it should be I will tell you.”

			“I reck­on I’ll let him go, con­sid­erin’ how set on it you are.”

			“But re­mem­ber, Lew, that he is re­venge­ful and you must be on the look­out,” said Bet­ty grave­ly as she re­called the ma­lig­nant gleam in Miller’s eyes.

			“He’s dan­ger­ous on­ly like a moc­casin snake that hides in the grass.”

			“Am I all right? Do I look mussed or—or ex­cit­ed—or any­thing?” asked Bet­ty.

			Lewis smiled as she turned round for his ben­e­fit. Her hair was a lit­tle awry and the lace at her neck dis­ar­ranged. The nat­u­ral bloom had not quite re­turned to her cheeks. With a look in his eyes that would have mys­ti­fied Bet­ty for many a day had she but seen it he ran his gaze over the dain­ty fig­ure. Then re­as­sur­ing her that she looked as well as ev­er, he led her in­to the dance room.

			“So this is Bet­ty Zane. Dear child, kiss me,” said Grand­moth­er Watkins when Wet­zel had brought Bet­ty up to her. “Now, let me get a good look at you. Well, well, you are a true Zane. Black hair and eyes; all fire and pride. Child, I knew your fa­ther and moth­er long be­fore you were born. Your fa­ther was a fine man but a proud one. And how do you like the fron­tier? Are you en­joy­ing your­self?”

			“Oh, yes, in­deed,” said Bet­ty, smil­ing bright­ly at the old la­dy.

			“Well, dearie, have a good time while you can. Life is hard in a pi­o­neer’s cab­in. You will not al­ways have the Colonel to look af­ter you. They tell me you have been to some grand school in Phil­a­del­phia. Learn­ing is very well, but it will not help you in the cab­in of one of these rough men.”

			“There is a great need of ed­u­ca­tion in all the pi­o­neers’ homes. I have per­suad­ed broth­er Eb to have a school­teacher at the Fort next spring.”

			“First teach the boys to plow and the girls to make John­ny cake. How much you fa­vor your broth­er Isaac. He used to come and see me of­ten. So must you in sum­mer­time. Poor lad, I sup­pose he is dead by this time. I have seen so many brave and good lads go. There now, I did not mean to make you sad,” and the old la­dy pat­ted Bet­ty’s hand and sighed.

			“He of­ten spoke of you and said that I must come with him to see you. Now he is gone,” said Bet­ty.

			“Yes, he is gone, Bet­ty, but you must not be sad while you are so young. Wait un­til you are old like I am. How long have you known Lew Wet­zel?”

			“All my life. He used to car­ry me in his arms when I was a ba­by. Of course I do not re­mem­ber that, but as far back as I can go in mem­o­ry I can see Lew. Oh, the many times he has saved me from dis­as­ter! But why do you ask?”

			“I think Lew Wet­zel cares more for you than for all the world. He is as silent as an In­di­an, but I am an old wom­an and I can read men’s hearts. If he could be made to give up his wan­der­ing life he would be the best man on the bor­der.”

			“Oh, in­deed I think you are wrong. Lew does not care for me in that way,” said Bet­ty, sur­prised and trou­bled by the old la­dy’s ve­he­mence.

			A loud blast from a hunt­ing horn di­rect­ed the at­ten­tion of all to the plat­form at the up­per end of the hall, where Dan Watkins stood. The fid­dlers ceased play­ing, the dancers stopped, and all looked ex­pec­tant­ly. The scene was sim­ple, strong, and earnest. The light in the eyes of these maid­ens shone like the light from the pine cones on the walls. It beamed soft and warm. These fear­less sons of the wilder­ness, these stur­dy sons of progress, stand­ing there clasp­ing the hands of their part­ners and with faces glow­ing with hap­pi­ness, for­get­ful of all save the en­joy­ment of the mo­ment, were ready to go out on the mor­row and bat­tle un­to the death for the homes and the lives of their loved ones.

			“Friends,” said Dan when the hum of voic­es had ceased, “I nev­er thought as how I’d have to get up here and make a speech tonight or I might have tak­en to the woods. How­somev­er, moth­er and Su­san says as it’s get­tin’ late it’s about time we had some sup­per. Some­where in the big cake is hid a gold ring. If one of the girls gets it she can keep it as a gift from Su­san, and should one of the boys find it he may make a present to his best girl. And in the bar­gain he gets to kiss Su­san. She made some ob­jec­tion about this and said that part of the game didn’t go, but I reck­on the lucky young man will de­cide that for his­self. And now to the fes­tal board.”

			Am­ple jus­tice was done to the tur­key, the veni­son, and the bear meat. Grand­moth­er Watkins’s de­li­cious ap­ple and pump­kin pies, for which she was renowned, dis­ap­peared as by mag­ic. Like­wise the cakes and the sweet cider and the ap­ple but­ter van­ished.

			When the big cake had been cut and di­vid­ed among the guests, Wet­zel dis­cov­ered the gold ring with­in his share. He pre­sent­ed the ring to Bet­ty, and gave his priv­i­lege of kiss­ing Su­san to George Reynolds, with the re­mark: “George, I calk­i­late Su­san would like it bet­ter if you do the kissin’ part.” Now it was known to all that George had long been an ar­dent ad­mir­er of Su­san’s, and it was sus­pect­ed that she was not in­dif­fer­ent to him. Nev­er­the­less, she protest­ed that it was not fair. George act­ed like a man who had the op­por­tu­ni­ty of his life. Amid up­roar­i­ous laugh­ter he ran Su­san all over the room, and when he caught her he pulled her hands away from her blush­ing face and be­stowed a right hearty kiss on her cheek. To ev­ery­one’s sur­prise and to Wet­zel’s dis­com­fi­ture, Su­san walked up to him and say­ing that as he had tak­en such an easy way out of it she in­tend­ed to pun­ish him by kiss­ing him. And so she did. Poor Lewis’s face looked the pic­ture of dis­may. Prob­a­bly he had nev­er been kissed be­fore in his life.

			Hap­py hours sped away on the wings of the wind. The feast­ing over, the good­byes were spo­ken, the girls were wrapped in the warm robes, for it was now in­tense­ly cold, and soon the hors­es, ea­ger to start on the long home­ward jour­ney, were pulling hard on their bits. On the par­ty’s re­turn trip there was an ab­sence of the hi­lar­i­ty which had pre­vailed on their com­ing. The bells were tak­en off be­fore the sleds left the block­house, and the traces and the har­ness ex­am­ined and tight­ened with the cau­tion of men who were ap­pre­hen­sive of dan­ger and who would take no chances.

			In win­ter time the foes most feared by the set­tlers were the tim­ber wolves. Thou­sands of these sav­age beasts in­fest­ed the wild for­est re­gions which bound­ed the lone­ly roads, and their won­der­ful pow­er of scent and swift and tire­less pur­suit made a long night ride a thing to be dread­ed. While the hors­es moved swift­ly dan­ger from wolves was not im­mi­nent; but care­less­ness or some mishap to a trace or a wheel had been the cause of more than one tragedy.

			There­fore it was not re­mark­able that the driv­ers of our par­ty breathed a sigh of re­lief when the top of the last steep hill had been reached. The girls were qui­et, and tired out and cold they pressed close to one an­oth­er; the men were silent and watch­ful.

			When they were half­way home and had just reached the out­skirts of the Black For­est the keen ear of Wet­zel caught the cry of a wolf. It came from the south and sound­ed so faint that Wet­zel be­lieved at first that he had been mis­tak­en. A few mo­ments passed in which the hunter turned his ear to the south. He had about made up his mind that he had on­ly imag­ined he had heard some­thing when the un­mis­tak­able yelp of a wolf came down on the wind. Then an­oth­er, this time clear and dis­tinct, caused the driv­er to turn and whis­per to Wet­zel. The hunter spoke in a low tone and the driv­er whipped up his hors­es. From out the depths of the dark woods along which they were rid­ing came a long and mourn­ful howl. It was a wolf an­swer­ing the call of his mate. This time the hors­es heard it, for they threw back their ears and in­creased their speed. The girls heard it, for they shrank clos­er to the men.

			There is that which is fright­ful in the cry of a wolf. When one is safe in camp be­fore a roar­ing fire the short, sharp bark of a wolf is star­tling, and the long howl will make one shud­der. It is so lone­ly and dis­mal. It makes no dif­fer­ence whether it be giv­en while the wolf is sit­ting on his haunch­es near some cab­in wait­ing for the re­mains of the set­tler’s din­ner, or while he is in full chase af­ter his prey—the cry is equal­ly wild, sav­age and blood­cur­dling.

			Bet­ty had nev­er heard it and though she was brave, when the howl from the for­est had its an­swer in an­oth­er howl from the creek thick­et, she slipped her lit­tle mit­tened hand un­der Wet­zel’s arm and looked up at him with fright­ened eyes.

			In half an hour the full cho­rus of yelps, barks and howls swelled hideous­ly on the air, and the ev­er in­creas­ing pack of wolves could be seen scarce­ly a hun­dred yards be­hind the sleds. The pat­ter of their swift­ly fly­ing feet on the snow could be dis­tinct­ly heard. The slen­der, dark forms came near­er and near­er ev­ery mo­ment. Present­ly the wolves had ap­proached close enough for the oc­cu­pants of the sleds to see their shin­ing eyes look­ing like lit­tle balls of green fire. A gaunt beast bold­er than the oth­ers, and ev­i­dent­ly the lead­er of the pack, bound­ed for­ward un­til he was on­ly a few yards from the last sled. At ev­ery jump he opened his great jaws and ut­tered a quick bark as if to em­bold­en his fol­low­ers.

			Al­most si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly with the red flame that burst from Wet­zel’s ri­fle came a sharp yelp of agony from the lead­er. He rolled over and over. In­stant­ly fol­lowed a hor­ri­ble min­gling of snarls and barks, and snap­ping of jaws as the band fought over the body of their luck­less com­rade.

			This short de­lay gave the ad­van­tage to the hors­es. When the wolves again ap­peared they were a long way be­hind. The dis­tance to the fort was now short and the hors­es were urged to their ut­most. The wolves kept up the chase un­til they reached the creek bridge and the mill. Then they slowed up: the howl­ing be­came desul­to­ry, and fi­nal­ly the dark forms dis­ap­peared in the thick­ets.

		
	
		
			VIII

			Win­ter dragged by un­event­ful­ly for Bet­ty. Un­like the oth­er pi­o­neer girls, who were kept busy all the time with their mend­ing, and lin­sey weav­ing, and house­hold du­ties, Bet­ty had noth­ing to di­vert her but her em­broi­dery and her read­ing. These she found very tire­some. Her maid was de­vot­ed to her and nev­er left a thing un­done. An­nie was old Sam’s daugh­ter, and she had wait­ed on Bet­ty since she had been a ba­by. The clean­ing or mend­ing or darn­ing—any­thing in the shape of work that would have helped pass away the mo­not­o­nous hours for Bet­ty, was al­ways done be­fore she could lift her hand.

			Dur­ing the day she passed hours in her lit­tle room and most of them were dreamed away by her win­dow. Ly­dia and Al­ice came over some­times and whiled away the te­dious mo­ments with their bright chat­ter and mer­ry laugh­ter, their cas­tle-build­ing, and their ro­manc­ing on he­roes and love and mar­riage as girls al­ways will un­til the end of time. They had not for­got­ten Mr. Clarke, but as Bet­ty had re­buked them with a dig­ni­ty which for­bade any fur­ther teas­ing on that score, they had trans­ferred their fun-mak­ing to the use of Mr. Miller’s name.

			Fear­ing her broth­ers’ wrath Bet­ty had not told them of the scene with Miller at the dance. She had learned enough of rough bor­der jus­tice to dread the con­se­quence of such a dis­clo­sure. She per­mit­ted Miller to come to the house, al­though she nev­er saw him alone. Miller had ac­cept­ed this fa­vor grate­ful­ly. He said that on the night of the dance he had been a lit­tle the worse for Dan Watkins’s strong liquor, and that, to­geth­er with his bit­ter dis­ap­point­ment, made him act in the mad way which had so griev­ous­ly of­fend­ed her. He ex­ert­ed him­self to win her for­give­ness. Bet­ty was al­ways ten­der­heart­ed, and though she did not trust him, she said they might still be friends, but that that de­pend­ed on his re­spect for her for­bear­ance. Miller had promised he would nev­er re­fer to the old sub­ject and he had kept his word.

			In­deed Bet­ty wel­comed any di­ver­sion for the long win­ter evenings. Oc­ca­sion­al­ly some of the young peo­ple vis­it­ed her, and they sang and danced, roast­ed ap­ples, popped chest­nuts, and played games. Of­ten Wet­zel and Ma­jor Mc­Col­loch came in af­ter sup­per. Bet­ty would come down and sing for them, and af­ter­ward would coax In­di­an lore and wood­craft from Wet­zel, or she would play check­ers with the Ma­jor. If she suc­ceed­ed in win­ning from him, which in truth was not of­ten, she teased him un­mer­ci­ful­ly. When Col. Zane and the Ma­jor had set­tled down to their se­ries of games, from which noth­ing short of In­di­ans could have di­vert­ed them, Bet­ty sat by Wet­zel. The silent man of the woods, an ap­pel­la­tion the hunter had earned by his ret­i­cence, talked for Bet­ty as he would for no one else.

			One night while Col. Zane, his wife and Bet­ty were en­ter­tain­ing Capt. Bog­gs and Ma­jor Mc­Col­loch and sev­er­al of Bet­ty’s girl friends, af­ter the usu­al mu­sic and singing, sto­ry­telling be­came the or­der of the evening. Lit­tle Noah told of the time he had climbed the ap­ple tree in the yard af­ter a rac­coon and got se­vere­ly bit­ten.

			“One day,” said Noah, “I heard Tige bark­ing out in the or­chard and I ran out there and saw a fun­ny lit­tle fur ball up in the tree with a black tail and white rings around it. It looked like a pret­ty cat with a sharp nose. Ev­ery time Tige barked the lit­tle an­i­mal showed his teeth and swelled up his back. I want­ed him for a pet. I got Sam to give me a sack and I climbed the tree and the near­er I got to him the far­ther he backed down the limb. I fol­lowed him and put out the sack to put it over his head and he bit me. I fell from the limb, but he fell too and Tige killed him and Sam stuffed him for me.”

			“Noah, you are quite a valiant hunter,” said Bet­ty. “Now, Jonathan, re­mem­ber that you promised to tell me of your meet­ing with Daniel Boone.”

			“It was over on the Musk­ingong near the mouth of the San­dusky. I was hunt­ing in the open woods along the bank when I saw an In­di­an. He saw me at the same time and we both treed. There we stood a long time each afraid to change po­si­tion. Fi­nal­ly I be­gan to get tired and re­sort­ed to an old ruse. I put my coon­skin cap on my ram­rod and cau­tious­ly poked it from be­hind the tree, ex­pect­ing ev­ery sec­ond to hear the whis­tle of the red­skin’s bul­let. In­stead I heard a jol­ly voice yell: ‘Hey, young feller, you’ll have to try some­thing bet­ter’n that.’ I looked and saw a white man stand­ing out in the open and shak­ing all over with laugh­ter. I went up to him and found him to be a big strong fel­low with an hon­est, mer­ry face. He said: ‘I’m Boone.’ I was con­sid­er­ably tak­en aback, es­pe­cial­ly when I saw he knew I was a white man all the time. We camped and hunt­ed along the riv­er a week and at the Falls of the Musk­ingong he struck out for his Ken­tucky home.”

			“Here is Wet­zel,” said Col. Zane, who had risen and gone to the door. “Now, Bet­ty, try and get Lew to tell us some­thing.”

			“Come, Lewis, here is a seat by me,” said Bet­ty. “We have been pleas­ant­ly pass­ing the time. We have had bear sto­ries, snake sto­ries, ghost sto­ries—all kinds of tales. Will you tell us one?”

			“Lewis, did you ev­er have a chance to kill a hos­tile In­di­an and not take it?” asked Col. Zane.

			“Nev­er but once,” an­swered Lewis.

			“Tell us about it. I imag­ine it will be in­ter­est­ing.”

			“Well, I ain’t good at tellin’ things,” be­gan Lewis. “I reck­on I’ve seen some strange sights. I kin tell you about the on­ly red­skin I ev­er let off. Three years ago I was takin’ a fall hunt over on the Big Sandy, and I run in­to a par­ty of Shawnees. I plugged a chief and start­ed to run. There was some good run­ners and I couldn’t shake ’em in the open coun­try. Comin’ to the Ohio I jumped in and swum across, keepin’ my ri­fle and pow­der dry by holdin’ ’em up. I hid in some bul­rush­es and wait­ed. Pret­ty soon along comes three In­juns, and when they saw where I had tak­en to the wa­ter they stopped and held a short pow­wow. Then they all took to the wa­ter. This was what I was wait­in’ for. When they got near­ly acrosst I shot the first red­skin, and load­in’ quick got a bul­let in­to the oth­ers. The last In­jun did not sink. I watched him go float­in’ down stream ex­pectin’ ev­ery minute to see him go un­der as he was hurt so bad he could hard­ly keep his head above wa­ter. He float­ed down a long ways and the cur­rent car­ried him to a pile of drift­wood which had lodged against a lit­tle is­land. I saw the In­jun crawl up on the drift. I went down stream and by keepin’ the is­land be­tween me and him I got out to where he was. I pulled my tom­a­hawk and went around the head of the is­land and found the red­skin leanin’ against a big log. He was a young brave and a fine lookin’ strong feller. He was tryin’ to stop the blood from my bul­let-hole in his side. When he saw me he tried to get up, but he was too weak. He smiled, point­ed to the wound and said: ‘Death­wind not heap times bad shot.’ Then he bowed his head and wait­ed for the tom­a­hawk. Well, I picked him up and car­ried him ashore and made a shack by a spring. I stayed there with him. When he got well enough to stand a few days’ trav­el I got him across the riv­er and givin’ him a hunk of deer meat I told him to go, and if I ev­er saw him again I’d make a bet­ter shot.

			“A year af­ter­wards I trailed two Shawnees in­to Win­ge­nund’s camp and got sur­round­ed and cap­tured. The Del­a­ware chief is my great en­e­my. They beat me, shot salt in­to my legs, made me run the gaunt­let, tied me on the back of a wild mus­tang. Then they got ready to burn me at the stake. That night they paint­ed my face black and held the usu­al death dances. Some of the braves got drunk and worked them­selves in­to a fren­zy. I al­lowed I’d nev­er see day­light. I seen that one of the braves left to guard me was the young feller I had wound­ed the year be­fore. He nev­er took no no­tice of me. In the gray of the ear­ly mornin’ when all were asleep and the oth­er watch dozin’ I felt cold steel be­tween my wrists and my buck­skin thongs dropped off. Then my feet were cut loose. I looked round and in the dim light I seen my young brave. He hand­ed me my own ri­fle, knife and tom­a­hawk, put his fin­ger on his lips and with a bright smile, as if to say he was square with me, he point­ed to the east. I was out of sight in a minute.”

			“How no­ble of him!” ex­claimed Bet­ty, her eyes all aglow. “He paid his debt to you, per­haps at the price of his life.”

			“I have nev­er known an In­di­an to for­get a prom­ise, or a kind ac­tion, or an in­jury,” ob­served Col. Zane.

			“Are the In­di­ans half as bad as they are called?” asked Bet­ty. “I have heard as many sto­ries of their no­bil­i­ty as of their cru­el­ty.”

			“The In­di­ans con­sid­er that they have been robbed and driv­en from their homes. What we think hideous­ly in­hu­man is war to them,” an­swered Col. Zane.

			“When I came here from Fort Pitt I ex­pect­ed to see and fight In­di­ans ev­ery day,” said Capt. Bog­gs. “I have been here at Wheel­ing for near­ly two years and have nev­er seen a hos­tile In­di­an. There have been some In­di­ans in the vicin­i­ty dur­ing that time, but not one has shown him­self to me. I’m not up to In­di­an tricks, I know, but I think the last siege must have been enough for them. I don’t be­lieve we shall have any more trou­ble from them.”

			“Cap­tain,” called out Col. Zane, bang­ing his hand on the ta­ble. “I’ll bet you my best horse to a keg of gun­pow­der that you see enough In­di­ans be­fore you are a year old­er to make you wish you had nev­er seen or heard of the west­ern bor­der.”

			“And I’ll go you the same bet,” said Ma­jor Mc­Col­loch.

			“You see, Cap­tain, you must un­der­stand a lit­tle of the na­ture of the In­di­an,” con­tin­ued Col. Zane. “We have had proof that the Delawares and the Shawnees have been pre­par­ing for an ex­pe­di­tion for months. We shall have an­oth­er siege some day and to my think­ing it will be a longer and hard­er one than the last. What say you, Wet­zel?”

			“I ain’t sayin’ much, but I don’t calk­i­late on goin’ on any long hunts this sum­mer,” an­swered the hunter.

			“And do you think Tarhe, Win­ge­nund, Pipe, Corn­planter, and all those chiefs will unite their forces and at­tack us?” asked Bet­ty of Wet­zel.

			“Corn­planter won’t. He has been paid for most of his land and he ain’t so bit­ter. Tarhe is not like­ly to both­er us. But Pipe and Win­ge­nund and Red Fox—they all want blood.”

			“Have you seen these chiefs?” said Bet­ty.

			“Yes, I know ’em all and they all know me,” an­swered the hunter. “I’ve watched over many a trail wait­in’ for one of ’em. If I can ev­er get a shot at any of ’em I’ll give up In­juns and go farmin’. Good night, Bet­ty.”

			“What a strange man is Wet­zel,” mused Bet­ty, af­ter the vis­i­tors had gone. “Do you know, Eb, he is not at all like any­one else. I have seen the girls shud­der at the men­tion of his name and I have heard them say they could not look in his eyes. He does not af­fect me that way. It is not of­ten I can get him to talk, but some­times he tells me beau­ti­ful things about the woods; how he lives in the wilder­ness, his home un­der the great trees; how ev­ery leaf on the trees and ev­ery blade of grass has its joy for him as well as its knowl­edge; how he curls up in his lit­tle bark shack and is lulled to sleep by the sigh­ing of the wind through the pine tops. He told me he has of­ten watched the stars for hours at a time. I know there is a wa­ter­fall back in the Black For­est some­where that Lewis goes to, sim­ply to sit and watch the wa­ter tum­ble over the precipice.”

			“Wet­zel is a won­der­ful char­ac­ter, even to those who know him on­ly as an In­di­an slay­er and a man who wants no oth­er oc­cu­pa­tion. Some­day he will go off on one of these long jaunts and will nev­er re­turn. That is cer­tain. The day is fast ap­proach­ing when a man like Wet­zel will be of no use in life. Now, he is a ne­ces­si­ty. Like Tige he can smell In­di­ans. Bet­ty, I be­lieve Lewis tells you so much and is so kind and gen­tle to­ward you be­cause he cares for you.”

			“Of course Lew likes me. I know he does and I want him to,” said Bet­ty. “But he does not care as you seem to think. Grand­moth­er Watkins said the same. I am sure both of you are wrong.”

			“Did Dan’s moth­er tell you that? Well, she’s pret­ty shrewd. It’s quite like­ly, Bet­ty, quite like­ly. It seems to me you are not so quick wit­ted as you used to be.”

			“Why so?” asked Bet­ty, quick­ly.

			“Well, you used to be dif­fer­ent some­how,” said her broth­er, as he pat­ted her hand.

			“Do you mean I am more thought­ful?”

			“Yes, and some­times you seem sad.”

			“I have tried to be brave and—and hap­py,” said Bet­ty, her voice trem­bling slight­ly.

			“Yes, yes, I know you have, Bet­ty. You have done won­der­ful­ly well here in this dead place. But tell me, don’t be an­gry, don’t you think too much of some­one?”

			“You have no right to ask me that,” said Bet­ty, flush­ing and turn­ing away to­ward the stair­way.

			“Well, well, child, don’t mind me. I did not mean any­thing. There, good night, Bet­ty.”

			Long af­ter she had gone up­stairs Col. Zane sat by his fire­side. From time to time he sighed. He thought of the old Vir­ginia home and of the smile of his moth­er. It seemed on­ly a few short years since he had promised her that he would take care of the ba­by sis­ter. How had he kept that prom­ise, made when Bet­ty was a lit­tle thing bounc­ing on his knee? It seemed on­ly yes­ter­day. How swift the flight of time! Al­ready Bet­ty was a wom­an; her sweet, gay girl­hood had passed; al­ready a shad­ow had fall­en on her face, the shad­ow of a se­cret sor­row.

			

			March with its blus­ter­ing winds had de­part­ed, and now April’s show­ers and sun­shine were glad­den­ing the hearts of the set­tlers. Patch­es of green fresh­ened the slopes of the hills; the lilac bush­es showed tiny leaves, and the maple buds were burst­ing. Yes­ter­day a blue­bird—surest har­bin­ger of spring—had alight­ed on the fen­ce­post and had sung his plain­tive song. A few more days and the blos­soms were out min­gling their pink and white with the green; the red­bud, the hawthorne, and the dog­wood were in bloom, check­er­ing the hill­sides.

			“Bessie, spring is here,” said Col. Zane, as he stood in the door­way. “The air is fresh, the sun shines warm, the birds are singing; it makes me feel good.”

			“Yes, it is pleas­ant to have spring with us again,” an­swered his wife. “I think, though, that in win­ter I am hap­pi­er. In sum­mer I am al­ways wor­ried. I am afraid for the chil­dren to be out of my sight, and when you are away on a hunt I am dis­traught un­til you are home safe.”

			“Well, if the red­skins let us alone this sum­mer it will be some­thing new,” he said, laugh­ing. “By the way, Bess, some new peo­ple came to the fort last night. They raft­ed down from the Monon­ga­hela set­tle­ments. Some of the wom­en suf­fered con­sid­er­ably. I in­tend to of­fer them the cab­in on the hill un­til they can cut the tim­ber and run up a house. Sam said the cab­in roof leaked and the chim­ney smoked, but with a lit­tle work I think they can be made more com­fort­able there than at the block­house.”

			“It is the on­ly va­cant cab­in in the set­tle­ment. I can ac­com­mo­date the wom­en folks here.”

			“Well, we’ll see about it. I don’t want you and Bet­ty in­con­ve­nienced. I’ll send Sam up to the cab­in and have him fix things up a bit and make it more hab­it­able.”

			The door opened, ad­mit­ting Col. Zane’s el­der boy. The lad’s face was dirty, his nose was all bloody, and a big bruise showed over his right eye.

			“For the land’s sake!” ex­claimed his moth­er. “Look at the boy. Noah, come here. What have you been do­ing?”

			Noah crept close to his moth­er and grasp­ing her apron with both hands hid his face. Mrs. Zane turned the boy around and wiped his dis­col­ored fea­tures with a wet tow­el. She gave him a lit­tle shake and said: “Noah, have you been fight­ing again?”

			“Let him go and I’ll tell you about it,” said the Colonel, and when the young­ster had dis­ap­peared he con­tin­ued: “Right af­ter break­fast Noah went with me down to the mill. I no­ticed sev­er­al chil­dren play­ing in front of Rei­hart’s black­smith shop. I went in, leav­ing Noah out­side. I got the plow­share which I had left with Rei­hart to be re­paired. He came to the door with me and all at once he said: ‘Look at the kids.’ I looked and saw Noah walk up to a boy and say some­thing to him. The lad was a stranger, and I have no doubt be­longs to these new peo­ple I told you about. He was big­ger than Noah. At first the old­er boy ap­peared very friend­ly and ev­i­dent­ly want­ed to join the oth­ers in their game. I guess Noah did not ap­prove of this, for af­ter he had looked the stranger over he hauled away and punched the lad sound­ly. To make it short the strange boy gave Noah the worst beat­ing he ev­er got in his life. I told Noah to come straight to you and con­fess.”

			“Well, did you ev­er!” ejac­u­lat­ed Mrs. Zane. “Noah is a bad boy. And you stood and watched him fight. You are laugh­ing about it now. Ebenez­er Zane, I would not put it be­neath you to set Noah to fight­ing. I know you used to make the lit­tle nig­gers fight. Any­way, it serves Noah right and I hope it will be a les­son to him.”

			“I’ll make you a bet, Bessie,” said the Colonel, with an­oth­er laugh. “I’ll bet you that un­less we lock him up, Noah will fight that boy ev­ery day or ev­ery time he meets him.”

			“I won’t bet,” said Mrs. Zane, with a smile of res­ig­na­tion.

			“Where’s Betts? I haven’t seen her this morn­ing. I am go­ing over to Short Creek to­mor­row or next day, and think I’ll take her with me. You know I am to get a com­mis­sion to lay out sev­er­al set­tle­ments along the riv­er, and I want to get some work fin­ished at Short Creek this spring. Mrs. Raymer will be de­light­ed to have Bet­ty. Shall I take her?”

			“By all means. A vis­it there will bright­en her up and do her good.”

			“Well, what on earth have you been do­ing?” cried the Colonel. His re­mark had been called forth by a charm­ing vi­sion that had en­tered by the open door. Bet­ty—for it was she—wore a lit­tle red cap set jaun­ti­ly on her black hair. Her lin­sey dress was crum­pled and cov­ered with hay­seed.

			“I’ve been in the hay­mow,” said Bet­ty, wav­ing a small bas­ket. “For a week that old black hen has cir­cum­vent­ed me, but at last I have con­quered. I found the nest in the far­thest cor­ner un­der the hay.”

			“How did you get up in the loft?” in­quired Mrs. Zane.

			“Bessie, I climbed up the lad­der of course. I ac­knowl­edge be­ing un­usu­al­ly light­heart­ed and hap­py this morn­ing, but I have not as yet grown wings. Sam said I could not climb up that straight lad­der, but I found it easy enough.”

			“You should not climb up in­to the loft,” said Mrs. Zane, in a se­vere tone. “On­ly last fall Hugh Ben­net’s lit­tle boy slid off the hay down in­to one of the stalls and the horse kicked him near­ly to death.”

			“Oh, fid­dle­sticks, Bessie, I am not a ba­by,” said Bet­ty, with ve­he­mence. “There is not a horse in the barn but would stand on his hind legs be­fore he would step on me, let alone kick me.”

			“I don’t know, Bet­ty, but I think that black horse Mr. Clarke left here would kick any­one,” re­marked the Colonel.

			“Oh, no, he would not hurt me.”

			“Bet­ty, we have had pleas­ant weath­er for about three days,” said the Colonel, grave­ly. “In that time you have let out that crazy bear of yours to turn ev­ery­thing top­sy-turvy. On­ly yes­ter­day I got my hands in the paint you have put on your ca­noe. If you had asked my ad­vice I would have told you that paint­ing your ca­noe should not have been done for a month yet. Silas told me you fell down the creek hill; Sam said you tried to drive his team over the bluff, and so on. We are hap­py to see you get back your old time spir­its, but could you not be a lit­tle more care­ful? Your ver­sa­til­i­ty is be­wil­der­ing. We do not know what to look for next. I ful­ly ex­pect to see you brought to the house some­day maimed for life, or all that beau­ti­ful black hair gone to dec­o­rate some Huron’s lodge.”

			“I tell you I am per­fect­ly de­light­ed that the weath­er is again so I can go out. I am tired to death of stay­ing in­doors. This morn­ing I could have cried for very joy. Bessie will soon be lec­tur­ing me about Mad­cap. I must not ride far­ther than the fort. Well, I don’t care. I in­tend to ride all over.”

			“Bet­ty, I do not wish you to think I am lec­tur­ing you,” said the Colonel’s wife. “But you are as wild as a March hare, and some­one must tell you things. Now lis­ten. My broth­er, the Ma­jor, told me that Si­mon Gir­ty, the rene­gade, had been heard to say that he had seen Eb Zane’s lit­tle sis­ter and that if he ev­er got his hands on her he would make a squaw of her. I am not teas­ing you. I am telling you the truth. Gir­ty saw you when you were at Fort Pitt two years ago. Now what would you do if he caught you on one of your lone­ly rides and car­ried you off to his wig­wam? He has done things like that be­fore. James Gir­ty car­ried off one of the John­son girls. Her broth­ers tried to res­cue her and lost their lives. It is a com­mon trick of the In­di­ans.”

			“What would I do if Mr. Si­mon Gir­ty tried to make a squaw of me?” ex­claimed Bet­ty, her eyes flash­ing fire. “Why, I’d kill him!”

			“I be­lieve it, Betts, on my word I do,” spoke up the Colonel. “But let us hope you may nev­er see Gir­ty. All I ask is that you be care­ful. I am go­ing over to Short Creek to­mor­row. Will you go with me? I know Mrs. Raymer will be pleased to see you.”

			“Oh, Eb, that will be de­light­ful!”

			“Very well, get ready and we shall start ear­ly in the morn­ing.”

			Two weeks lat­er Bet­ty re­turned from Short Creek and seemed to have prof­it­ed much by her short vis­it. Col. Zane re­marked with sat­is­fac­tion to his wife that Bet­ty had re­gained all her for­mer cheer­ful­ness.

			The morn­ing af­ter Bet­ty’s re­turn was a per­fect spring morn­ing—the first in that month of May-days. The sun shone bright and warm; the mayflow­ers blos­somed; the trail­ing ar­bu­tus scent­ed the air; ev­ery­where the grass and the leaves looked fresh and green; swal­lows flit­ted in and out of the barn door; the blue­birds twit­tered; a mead­owlark car­oled forth his pure melody, and the busy hum of bees came from the fra­grant ap­ple blos­soms.

			“Mis’ Bet­ty, Mad­cap ’pears pow­er­fo’ skit­ten­ish,” said old Sam, when he had led the pony to where Bet­ty stood on the hitch­ing block. “Whoa, dar, you ras­cal.”

			Bet­ty laughed as she leaped light­ly in­to the sad­dle, and soon she was fly­ing over the old fa­mil­iar road, down across the creek bridge, past the old grist­mill, around the fort and then out on the riv­er bluff. The In­di­an pony was fiery and met­tle­some. He pranced and sidestepped, gal­loped and trot­ted by turns. He seemed as glad to get out again in­to the warm sun­shine as was Bet­ty her­self. He tore down the road a mile at his best speed. Com­ing back Bet­ty pulled him in­to a walk. Present­ly her mus­ings were in­ter­rupt­ed by a sharp switch in the face from a twig of a tree. She stopped the pony and broke off the of­fend­ing branch. As she looked around the rec­ol­lec­tion of what had hap­pened to her in that very spot flashed in­to her mind. It was here that she had been stopped by the man who had passed al­most as swift­ly out of her life as he had crossed her path that mem­o­rable af­ter­noon. She fell to mus­ing on the old per­plex­ing ques­tion. Af­ter all could there not have been some mis­take? Per­haps she might have mis­judged him? And then the old spir­it, which re­sent­ed her think­ing of him in that soft­ened mood, rose and fought the old bat­tle over again. But as of­ten hap­pened the mood con­quered, and Bet­ty per­mit­ted her­self to sink for the mo­ment in­to the sad thoughts which re­turned like a mourn­ful strain of mu­sic once sung by beloved voic­es, now for­ev­er silent.

			She could not re­sist the de­sire to ride down to the old sycamore. The pony turned in­to the bri­dle path that led down the bluff and the sure­foot­ed beast picked his way care­ful­ly over the roots and stones. Bet­ty’s heart beat quick­er when she saw the no­ble tree un­der whose spread­ing branch­es she had spent the hap­pi­est day of her life. The old monarch of the for­est was not one whit changed by the wild winds of win­ter. The dew sparkled on the near­ly full grown leaves; the lit­tle sycamore balls were al­ready as large as mar­bles.

			Bet­ty drew rein at the top of the bank and looked ab­sent­ly at the tree and in­to the foam cov­ered pool be­neath. At that mo­ment her eyes saw noth­ing phys­i­cal. They held the far­away light of the dream­er, the look that sees so much of the past and noth­ing of the present.

			Present­ly her re­flec­tions were bro­ken by the ac­tions of the pony. Mad­cap had thrown up her head, laid back her ears and com­menced to paw the ground with her forefeet. Bet­ty looked round to see the cause of Mad­cap’s ex­cite­ment. What was that! She saw a tall fig­ure clad in brown lean­ing against the stone. She saw a long fish­ing rod. What was there so fa­mil­iar in the poise of that fig­ure? Mad­cap dis­lodged a stone from the path and it went rat­tling down the rocky slope and fell with a splash in­to the wa­ter. The man heard it, turned and faced the hill­side. Bet­ty rec­og­nized Al­fred Clarke. For a mo­ment she be­lieved she must be dream­ing. She had had many dreams of the old sycamore. She looked again. Yes, it was he. Pale, worn, and old­er he un­doubt­ed­ly looked, but the fea­tures were sure­ly those of Al­fred Clarke. Her heart gave a great bound and then seemed to stop beat­ing while a very agony of joy surged over her and made her faint. So he still lived. That was her first thought, glad and joy­ous, and then mem­o­ry re­turn­ing, her face went white as with clenched teeth she wheeled Mad­cap and struck her with the switch. Once on the lev­el bluff she urged her to­ward the house at a fu­ri­ous pace.

			Col. Zane had just stepped out of the barn door and his face took on an ex­pres­sion of amaze­ment when he saw the pony come tear­ing up the road, Bet­ty’s hair fly­ing in the wind and with a face as white as if she were pur­sued by a thou­sand yelling In­di­ans.

			“Say, Betts, what the deuce is wrong?” cried the Colonel, when Bet­ty reached the fence.

			“Why did you not tell me that man was here again?” she de­mand­ed in in­tense ex­cite­ment.

			“That man! What man?” asked Col. Zane, con­sid­er­ably tak­en back by this an­gry ap­pari­tion.

			“Mr. Clarke, of course. Just as if you did not know. I sup­pose you thought it a fine op­por­tu­ni­ty for one of your jokes.”

			“Oh, Clarke. Well, the fact is I just found it out my­self. Haven’t I been away as well as you? I cer­tain­ly can­not imag­ine how any man could cre­ate such ev­i­dent ex­cite­ment in your mind. Poor Clarke, what has he done now?”

			“You might have told me. Some­body could have told me and saved me from mak­ing a fool of my­self,” re­tort­ed Bet­ty, who was plain­ly on the verge of tears. “I rode down to the old sycamore tree and he saw me in, of all the places in the world, the one place where I would not want him to see me.”

			“Huh!” said the Colonel, who of­ten gave vent to the In­di­an ex­cla­ma­tion. “Is that all? I thought some­thing had hap­pened.”

			“All! Is it not enough? I would rather have died. He is a man and he will think I fol­lowed him down there, that I was think­ing of—that—Oh!” cried Bet­ty, pas­sion­ate­ly, and then she strode in­to the house, slammed the door, and left the Colonel, lost in won­der.

			“Humph! These wom­en beat me. I can’t make them out, and the old­er I grow the worse I get,” he said, as he led the pony in­to the sta­ble.

			Bet­ty ran up­stairs to her room, her head in a whirl. Stronger than the sur­prise of Al­fred’s un­ex­pect­ed ap­pear­ance in Fort Hen­ry and stronger than the mor­ti­fi­ca­tion in hav­ing been dis­cov­ered go­ing to a spot she should have been too proud to re­mem­ber was the bit­ter­sweet con­scious­ness that his mere pres­ence had thrilled her through and through. It hurt her and made her hate her­self in that mo­ment. She hid her face in shame at the thought that she could not help be­ing glad to see the man who had on­ly tri­fled with her, the man who had con­sid­ered the ac­quain­tance of so lit­tle con­se­quence that he had nev­er tak­en the trou­ble to write her a line or send her a mes­sage. She wrung her trem­bling hands. She en­deav­ored to still that throb­bing heart and to con­quer that sweet vague feel­ing which had crept over her and made her weak. The tears be­gan to come and with a sob she threw her­self on the bed and buried her head in the pil­low.

			An hour af­ter, when Bet­ty had qui­et­ed her­self and had seat­ed her­self by the win­dow a light knock sound­ed on the door and Col. Zane en­tered. He hes­i­tat­ed and came in rather timid­ly, for Bet­ty was not to be tak­en lib­er­ties with, and see­ing her by the win­dow he crossed the room and sat down by her side.

			Bet­ty did not re­mem­ber her fa­ther or her moth­er. Long ago when she was a child she had gone to her broth­er, laid her head on his shoul­der and told him all her trou­bles. The de­sire grew strong with­in her now. There was com­fort in the strong clasp of his hand. She was not proof against it, and her dark head fell on his shoul­der.

			

			Al­fred Clarke had in­deed made his reap­pear­ance in Fort Hen­ry. The pre­ced­ing Oc­to­ber when he left the set­tle­ment to go on the ex­pe­di­tion up the Monon­ga­hela Riv­er his in­ten­tion had been to re­turn to the fort as soon as he had fin­ished his work, but what he did do was on­ly an­oth­er il­lus­tra­tion of that fa­tal­i­ty which af­fects ev­ery­thing. Man hope­ful­ly makes his plans and an in­ex­orable des­tiny works out what it has in store for him.

			The men of the ex­pe­di­tion re­turned to Fort Hen­ry in due time, but Al­fred had been un­able to ac­com­pa­ny them. He had sus­tained a painful in­jury and had been com­pelled to go to Fort Pitt for med­i­cal as­sis­tance. While there he had re­ceived word that his moth­er was ly­ing very ill at his old home in South­ern Vir­ginia and if he wished to see her alive he must not de­lay in reach­ing her bed­side. He left Fort Pitt at once and went to his home, where he re­mained un­til his moth­er’s death. She had been the on­ly tie that bound him to the old home, and now that she was gone he de­ter­mined to leave the scene of his boy­hood for­ev­er.

			Al­fred was the right­ful heir to all of the prop­er­ty, but an un­just and self­ish step­fa­ther stood be­tween him and any con­tent­ment he might have found there. He de­cid­ed he would be a sol­dier of for­tune. He loved the dar­ing life of a ranger, and pre­ferred to take his chances with the hardy set­tlers on the bor­der rather than live the idle life of a gen­tle­man farmer. He de­clared his in­ten­tion to his step­fa­ther, who ill con­cealed his sat­is­fac­tion at the turn af­fairs had tak­en. Then Al­fred packed his be­long­ings, se­cured his moth­er’s jew­els, and with one sad, back­ward glance rode away from the state­ly old man­sion.

			It was Sun­day morn­ing and Clarke had been two days in Fort Hen­ry. From his lit­tle room in the block­house he sur­veyed the well-re­mem­bered scene. The rolling hills, the broad riv­er, the green forests seemed like old friends.

			“Here I am again,” he mused. “What a fool a man can be. I have left a fine old plan­ta­tion, slaves, hors­es, a coun­try not­ed for its pret­ty wom­en—for what? Here there can be noth­ing for me but In­di­ans, hard work, pri­va­tion, and trou­ble. Yet I could not get here quick­ly enough. Pshaw! What use to speak of the pos­si­bil­i­ties of a new coun­try. I can­not de­ceive my­self. It is she. I would walk a thou­sand miles and starve my­self for months just for one glimpse of her sweet face. Know­ing this what care I for all the rest. How strange she should ride down to the old sycamore tree yes­ter­day the mo­ment I was there and think­ing of her. Ev­i­dent­ly she had just re­turned from her vis­it. I won­der if she ev­er cared. I won­der if she ev­er thinks of me. Shall I ac­cept that in­ci­dent as a hap­py au­gury? Well, I am here to find out and find out I will. Aha! there goes the church bell.”

			Laugh­ing a lit­tle at his ea­ger­ness he brushed his coat, put on his cap and went down­stairs. The set­tlers with their fam­i­lies were go­ing in­to the meet­ing house. As Al­fred start­ed up the steps he met Ly­dia Bog­gs.

			“Why, Mr. Clarke, I heard you had re­turned,” she said, smil­ing pleas­ant­ly and ex­tend­ing her hand. “Wel­come to the fort. I am very glad to see you.”

			While they were chat­ting her fa­ther and Col. Zane came up and both greet­ed the young man warm­ly.

			“Well, well, back on the fron­tier,” said the Colonel, in his hearty way. “Glad to see you at the fort again. I tell you, Clarke, I have tak­en a fan­cy to that black horse you left me last fall. I did not know what to think when Jonathan brought back my horse. To tell you the truth I al­ways looked for you to come back. What have you been do­ing all win­ter?”

			“I have been at home. My moth­er was ill all win­ter and she died in April.”

			“My lad, that’s bad news. I am sor­ry,” said Col. Zane, putting his hand kind­ly on the young man’s shoul­der. “I was won­der­ing what gave you that old­er and graver look. It’s hard, lad, but it’s the way of life.”

			“I have come back to get my old place with you, Col. Zane, if you will give it to me.”

			“I will, and can prom­ise you more in the fu­ture. I am go­ing to open a road through to Maysville, Ken­tucky, and start sev­er­al new set­tle­ments along the riv­er. I will need young men, and am more than glad you have re­turned.”

			“Thank you, Col. Zane. That is more than I could have hoped for.”

			Al­fred caught sight of a trim fig­ure in a gray lin­sey gown com­ing down the road. There were sev­er­al young peo­ple ap­proach­ing, but he saw on­ly Bet­ty. By some evil chance Bet­ty walked with Ralfe Miller, and for some mys­te­ri­ous rea­son, which wom­en al­ways keep to them­selves, she smiled and looked up in­to his face at a time of all times she should not have done so. Al­fred’s heart turned to lead.

			When the young peo­ple reached the steps the eyes of the ri­vals met for one brief sec­ond, but that was long enough for them to un­der­stand each oth­er. They did not speak. Ly­dia hes­i­tat­ed and looked to­ward Bet­ty.

			“Bet­ty, here is—” be­gan Col. Zane, but Bet­ty passed them with flam­ing cheeks and with not so much as a glance at Al­fred. It was an awk­ward mo­ment for him.

			“Let us go in,” he said com­pos­ed­ly, and they filed in­to the church.

			As long as he lived Al­fred Clarke nev­er for­got that hour. His pride kept him chained in his seat. Out­ward­ly he main­tained his com­po­sure, but in­ward­ly his brain seemed throb­bing, whirling, burst­ing. What an id­iot he had been! He un­der­stood now why his let­ter had nev­er been an­swered. Bet­ty loved Miller, a man who hat­ed him, a man who would leave no stone un­turned to de­stroy even a lit­tle lik­ing which she might have felt for him. Once again Miller had crossed his path and worsted him. With a sud­den sick­en­ing sense of de­spair he re­al­ized that all his fond hopes had been but dreams, a fool’s dreams. The dream of that mo­ment when he would give her his moth­er’s jew­els, the dream of that charm­ing face up­lift­ed to his, the dream of the lit­tle cot­tage to which he would hur­ry af­ter his day’s work and find her wait­ing at the gate—these dreams must be dis­pelled for­ev­er. He could bare­ly wait un­til the end of the ser­vice. He want­ed to be alone; to fight it out with him­self; to crush out of his heart that fair im­age. At length the hour end­ed and he got out be­fore the con­gre­ga­tion and hur­ried to his room.

			Bet­ty had com­pa­ny all that af­ter­noon and it was late in the day when Col. Zane as­cend­ed the stairs and en­tered her room to find her alone.

			“Bet­ty, I wish to know why you ig­nored Mr. Clarke this morn­ing?” said Col. Zane, look­ing down on his sis­ter. There was a gleam in his eye and an ex­pres­sion about his mouth sel­dom seen in the Colonel’s fea­tures.

			“I do not know that it con­cerns any­one but my­self,” an­swered Bet­ty quick­ly, as her head went high­er and her eyes flashed with a gleam not un­like that in her broth­er’s.

			“I beg your par­don. I do not agree with you,” replied Col. Zane. “It does con­cern oth­ers. You can­not do things like that in this lit­tle place where ev­ery­one knows all about you and ex­pect it to pass un­no­ticed. Mar­tin’s wife saw you cut Clarke and you know what a gos­sip she is. Al­ready ev­ery­one is talk­ing about you and Clarke.”

			“To that I am in­dif­fer­ent.”

			“But I care. I won’t have peo­ple talk­ing about you,” replied the Colonel, who be­gan to lose pa­tience. Usu­al­ly he had the best tem­per imag­in­able. “Last fall you al­lowed Clarke to pay you a good deal of at­ten­tion and ap­par­ent­ly you were on good terms when he went away. Now that he has re­turned you won’t even speak to him. You let this fel­low Miller run af­ter you. In my es­ti­ma­tion Miller is not to be com­pared to Clarke, and judg­ing from the warm greet­ings I saw Clarke re­ceive this morn­ing, there are a num­ber of folk who agree with me. Not that I am prais­ing Clarke. I sim­ply say this be­cause to Bessie, to Jack, to ev­ery­one, your act is in­com­pre­hen­si­ble. Peo­ple are call­ing you a flirt and say­ing that they would pre­fer some coun­try man­ners.”

			“I have not al­lowed Mr. Miller to run af­ter me, as you are pleased to term it,” re­tort­ed Bet­ty with in­dig­na­tion. “I do not like him. I nev­er see him any more un­less you or Bessie or some­one else is present. You know that. I can­not pre­vent him from walk­ing to church with me.”

			“No, I sup­pose not, but are you en­tire­ly in­no­cent of those sweet glances which you gave him this morn­ing?”

			“I did not,” cried Bet­ty with an an­gry flush. “I won’t be called a flirt by you or by any­one else. The mo­ment I am civ­il to some man all these old maids and old wom­en say I am flirt­ing. It is out­ra­geous.”

			“Now, Bet­ty, don’t get ex­cit­ed. We are get­ting from the ques­tion. Why are you not civ­il to Clarke?” asked Col. Zane. She did not an­swer and af­ter a mo­ment he con­tin­ued. “If there is any­thing about Clarke that I do not know and that I should know I want you to tell me. Per­son­al­ly I like the fel­low. I am not say­ing that to make you think you ought to like him be­cause I do. You might not care for him at all, but that would be no good rea­son for your ac­tions. Bet­ty, in these fron­tier set­tle­ments a man is soon known for his re­al worth. Ev­ery­one at the Fort liked Clarke. The young­sters adored him. Bessie liked him very much. You know he and Isaac be­came good friends. I think he act­ed like a man to­day. I saw the look Miller gave him. I don’t like this fel­low Miller, any­way. Now, I am tak­ing the trou­ble to tell you my side of the ar­gu­ment. It is not a ques­tion of your lik­ing Clarke—that is none of my af­fair. It is sim­ply that ei­ther he is not the man we all think him or you are act­ing in a way un­be­com­ing a Zane. I do not pur­pose to have this state of af­fairs con­tin­ue. Now, enough of this beat­ing about the bush.”

			Bet­ty had seen the Colonel an­gry more than once, but nev­er with her. It was quite cer­tain she had an­gered him and she for­got her own re­sent­ment. Her heart had warmed with her broth­er’s praise of Clarke. Then as she re­mem­bered the past she felt a scorn for her weak­ness and such a re­vul­sion of feel­ing that she cried out pas­sion­ate­ly:

			“He is a tri­fler. He nev­er cared for me. He in­sult­ed me.”

			Col. Zane reached for his hat, got up with­out say­ing an­oth­er word and went down­stairs.

			Bet­ty had not in­tend­ed to say quite what she had and in­stant­ly re­gret­ted her hasty words. She called to the Colonel, but he did not an­swer her, nor re­turn.

			“Bet­ty, what in the world could you have said to my hus­band?” said Mrs. Zane as she en­tered the room. She was breath­less from run­ning up the stairs and her come­ly face wore a look of con­cern. “He was as white as that sheet and he stalked off to­ward the Fort with­out a word to me.”

			“I sim­ply told him Mr. Clarke had in­sult­ed me,” an­swered Bet­ty calm­ly.

			“Great Heav­ens! Bet­ty, what have you done?” ex­claimed Mrs. Zane. “You don’t know Eb when he is an­gry. He is a big fool over you, any­way. He is li­able to kill Clarke.”

			Bet­ty’s blood was up now and she said that would not be a mat­ter of much im­por­tance.

			“When did he in­sult you?” asked the el­der wom­an, yield­ing to her nat­u­ral cu­rios­i­ty.

			“It was last Oc­to­ber.”

			“Pooh! It took you a long time to tell it. I don’t be­lieve it amount­ed to much. Mr. Clarke did not ap­pear to be the sort of a man to in­sult any­one. All the girls were crazy about him last year. If he was not all right they would not have been.”

			“I do not care if they were. The girls can have him and wel­come. I don’t want him. I nev­er did. I am tired of hear­ing ev­ery­one eu­lo­gize him. I hate him. Do you hear? I hate him! And I wish you would go away and leave me alone.”

			“Well, Bet­ty, all I will say is that you are a re­mark­able young wom­an,” an­swered Mrs. Zane, who saw plain­ly that Bet­ty’s vi­o­lent out­burst was a pre­lude to a storm of weep­ing. “I don’t be­lieve a word you have said. I don’t be­lieve you hate him. There!”

			Col. Zane walked straight to the Fort, en­tered the block­house and knocked on the door of Clarke’s room. A voice bade him come in. He shoved open the door and went in­to the room. Clarke had ev­i­dent­ly just re­turned from a tramp in the hills, for his gar­ments were cov­ered with burrs and his boots were dusty. He looked tired, but his face was calm.

			“Why, Col. Zane! Have a seat. What can I do for you?”

			“I have come to ask you to ex­plain a re­mark of my sis­ter’s.”

			“Very well, I am at your ser­vice,” an­swered Al­fred slow­ly, light­ing his pipe, af­ter which he looked straight in­to Col. Zane’s face.

			“My sis­ter in­forms me that you in­sult­ed her last fall be­fore you left the Fort. I am sure you are nei­ther a liar nor a cow­ard, and I ex­pect you to an­swer as a man.”

			“Col. Zane, I am not a liar, and I hope I am not a cow­ard,” said Al­fred cool­ly. He took a long pull on his pipe and blew a puff of white smoke to­ward the ceil­ing.

			“I be­lieve you, but I must have an ex­pla­na­tion. There is some­thing wrong some­where. I saw Bet­ty pass you with­out speak­ing this morn­ing. I did not like it and I took her to task about it. She then said you had in­sult­ed her. Bet­ty is prone to ex­ag­ger­ate, es­pe­cial­ly when an­gry, but she nev­er told me a lie in her life. Ev­er since you pulled Isaac out of the riv­er I have tak­en an in­ter­est in you. That’s why I’d like to avoid any trou­ble. But this thing has gone far enough. Now be sen­si­ble, swal­low your pride and let me hear your side of the sto­ry.”

			Al­fred had turned pale at his vis­i­tor’s first words. There was no mis­tak­ing Col. Zane’s man­ner. Al­fred well knew that the Colonel, if he found Bet­ty had re­al­ly been in­sult­ed, would call him out and kill him. Col. Zane spoke qui­et­ly, even kind­ly, but there was an un­der­cur­rent of in­tense feel­ing in his voice, a cer­tain dead­ly in­tent which bod­ed ill to any­one who might cross him at that mo­ment. Al­fred’s first im­pulse was a reck­less de­sire to tell Col. Zane he had noth­ing to ex­plain and that he stood ready to give any sat­is­fac­tion in his pow­er. But he wise­ly thought bet­ter of this. It struck him that this would not be fair, for no mat­ter what the girl had done the Colonel had al­ways been his friend. So Al­fred pulled him­self to­geth­er and re­solved to make a clean breast of the whole af­fair.

			“Col. Zane, I do not feel that I owe your sis­ter any­thing, and what I am go­ing to tell you is sim­ply be­cause you have al­ways been my friend, and I do not want you to have any wrong ideas about me. I’ll tell you the truth and you can be the judge as to whether or not I in­sult­ed your sis­ter. I fell in love with her, al­most at first sight. The night af­ter the In­di­ans re­cap­tured your broth­er, Bet­ty and I stood out in the moon­light and she looked so be­witch­ing and I felt so sor­ry for her and so car­ried away by my love for her that I yield­ed to a mo­men­tary im­pulse and kissed her. I sim­ply could not help it. There is no ex­cuse for me. She struck me across the face and ran in­to the house. I had in­tend­ed that night to tell her of my love and place my fate in her hands, but, of course, the un­for­tu­nate oc­cur­rence made that im­pos­si­ble. As I was to leave at dawn next day, I re­mained up all night, think­ing what I ought to do. Fi­nal­ly I de­cid­ed to write. I wrote her a let­ter, telling her all and beg­ging her to be­come my wife. I gave the let­ter to your slave, Sam, and told him it was a mat­ter of life and death, and not to lose the let­ter nor fail to give it to Bet­ty. I have had no an­swer to that let­ter. To­day she cold­ly ig­nored me. That is my sto­ry, Col. Zane.”

			“Well, I don’t be­lieve she got the let­ter,” said Col. Zane. “She has not act­ed like a young la­dy who has had the priv­i­lege of say­ing ‘yes’ or ‘no’ to you. And Sam nev­er had any use for you. He dis­liked you from the first, and nev­er failed to say some­thing against you.”

			“I’ll kill that d——n nig­ger if he did not de­liv­er that let­ter,” said Clarke, jump­ing up in his ex­cite­ment. “I nev­er thought of that. Good Heav­en! What could she have thought of me? She would think I had gone away with­out a word. If she knew I re­al­ly loved her she could not think so ter­ri­bly of me.”

			“There is more to be ex­plained, but I am sat­is­fied with your side of it,” said Col. Zane. “Now I’ll go to Sam and see what has be­come of that let­ter. I am glad I am jus­ti­fied in think­ing of you as I have. I imag­ine this thing has hurt you and I don’t won­der at it. Maybe we can un­tan­gle the prob­lem yet. My ad­vice would be—but nev­er mind that now. Any­way, I’m your friend in this mat­ter. I’ll let you know the re­sult of my talk with Sam.”

			“I thought that young fel­low was a gen­tle­man,” mused Col. Zane as he crossed the green square and start­ed up the hill to­ward the cab­ins. He found the old ne­gro seat­ed on his doorstep.

			“Sam, what did you do with a let­ter Mr. Clarke gave you last Oc­to­ber and in­struct­ed you to de­liv­er to Bet­ty?”

			“I dun rec­ol­lec’ no let­tah, sah,” replied Sam.

			“Now, Sam, don’t lie about it. Clarke has just told me that he gave you the let­ter. What did you do with it?”

			“Masse Zane, I ain dun seen no let­tah,” an­swered the old dark­ey, tak­ing a dingy pipe from his mouth and rolling his eyes at his mas­ter.

			“If you lie again I will pun­ish you,” said Col. Zane stern­ly. “You are get­ting old, Sam, and I would not like to whip you, but I will if you do not find that let­ter.”

			Sam grum­bled, and shuf­fled in­side the cab­in. Col. Zane heard him rum­mag­ing around. Present­ly he came back to the door and hand­ed a very bad­ly soiled pa­per to the Colonel.

			“What pos­sessed you to do this, Sam? You have al­ways been hon­est. Your act has caused great mis­un­der­stand­ing and it might have led to worse.”

			“He’s one of dem no good South­ern white trash; he’s good fer nut­tin’,” said Sam. “I saw yo’ sis­tah, Mis’ Bet­ty, wif him, and I seen she was git­tin’ fond of him, and I says I ain’t gwin­ter have Mis’ Bet­ty run­nin’ off wif him. And I’se nev­er gib­bin de let­tah to her.”

			That was all the ex­pla­na­tion Sam would vouch­safe, and Col. Zane, know­ing it would be use­less to say more to the well-mean­ing but ig­no­rant and su­per­sti­tious old ne­gro, turned and wend­ed his way back to the house. He looked at the pa­per and saw that it was ad­dressed to Eliz­a­beth Zane, and that the ink was fad­ed un­til the let­ters were scarce­ly vis­i­ble.

			“What have you there?” asked his wife, who had watched him go up the hill to the ne­gro’s cab­in. She breathed a sigh of re­lief when she saw that her hus­band’s face had re­cov­ered its usu­al placid ex­pres­sion.

			“It is a lit­tle let­ter for that young fire­brand up­stairs, and I be­lieve it will clear up the mys­tery. Clarke gave it to Sam last fall and Sam nev­er gave it to Bet­ty.”

			“I hope with all my heart it may set­tle Bet­ty. She wor­ries me to death with her love af­fairs.”

			Col. Zane went up­stairs and found the young la­dy ex­act­ly as he had left her. She gave an im­pa­tient toss of her head as he en­tered.

			“Well, Madam, I have here some­thing that may ex­cite even your in­ter­est,” he said cheer­i­ly.

			“What?” asked Bet­ty with a start. She flushed crim­son when she saw the let­ter and at first re­fused to take it from her broth­er. She was at a loss to un­der­stand his cheer­ful de­meanor. He had been any­thing but pleas­ant a few mo­ments since.

			“Here, take it. It is a let­ter from Mr. Clarke which you should have re­ceived last fall. That last morn­ing he gave this let­ter to Sam to de­liv­er to you, and the crazy old nig­ger kept it. How­ev­er, it is too late to talk of that, on­ly it does seem a great pity. I feel sor­ry for both of you. Clarke nev­er will for­give you, even if you want him to, which I am sure you do not. I don’t know ex­act­ly what is in this let­ter, but I know it will make you ashamed to think you did not trust him.”

			With this part­ing re­proof the Colonel walked out, leav­ing Bet­ty com­plete­ly be­wil­dered. The words “too late,” “nev­er for­give,” and “a great pity” rang through her head. What did he mean? She tore the let­ter open with trem­bling hands and hold­ing it up to the now fast-wan­ing light, she read:

			
				“Dear Bet­ty:

				“If you had wait­ed on­ly a mo­ment longer I know you would not have been so an­gry with me. The words I want­ed so much to say choked me and I could not speak them. I love you. I have loved you from the very first mo­ment, that blessed mo­ment when I looked up over your pony’s head to see the sweet­est face the sun ev­er shone on. I’ll be the hap­pi­est man on earth if you will say you care a lit­tle for me and prom­ise to be my wife.

				“It was wrong to kiss you and I beg your for­give­ness. Could you but see your face as I saw it last night in the moon­light, I would not need to plead: you would know that the im­pulse which swayed me was ir­re­sistible. In that kiss I gave you my hope, my love, my life, my all. Let it plead for me.

				“I ex­pect to re­turn from Ft. Pitt in about six or eight weeks, but I can­not wait un­til then for your an­swer.

				
					“With hope I sign my­self,

					“Yours un­til death,

					“Al­fred.”

				
			

			Bet­ty read the let­ter through. The page blurred be­fore her eyes; a sen­sa­tion of op­pres­sion and gid­di­ness made her reach out help­less­ly with both hands. Then she slipped for­ward and fell on the floor. For the first time in all her young life Bet­ty had faint­ed. Col. Zane found her ly­ing pale and qui­et un­der the win­dow.

		
	
		
			IX

			Yant­wa­ia, or, as he was more com­mon­ly called, Corn­planter, was orig­i­nal­ly a Seneca chief, but when the five war tribes con­sol­i­dat­ed, form­ing the his­tor­i­cal “Five Na­tions,” he be­came their lead­er. An old his­to­ri­an said of this renowned chief­tain: “Tra­di­tion says that the blood of a fa­mous white man coursed through the veins of Corn­planter. The tribe he led was orig­i­nal­ly ruled by an In­di­an queen of sin­gu­lar pow­er and beau­ty. She was born to gov­ern her peo­ple by the force of her char­ac­ter. Many a great chief im­por­tuned her to be­come his wife, but she pre­ferred to cling to her pow­er and dig­ni­ty. When this white man, then a very young man, came to the Ohio val­ley the queen fell in love with him, and Corn­planter was their son.”

			Corn­planter lived to a great age. He was a wise coun­sel­lor, a great lead­er, and he died when he was one hun­dred years old, hav­ing had more con­ced­ed to him by the white men than any oth­er chief­tain. Gen­er­al Wash­ing­ton wrote of him: “The mer­its of Corn­planter and his friend­ship for the Unit­ed States are well known and shall not be for­got­ten.”

			But Corn­planter had not al­ways been a friend to the pale­faces. Dur­ing Dun­more’s war and for years af­ter, he was one of the most vin­dic­tive of the sav­age lead­ers against the in­vad­ing pi­o­neers.

			It was dur­ing this pe­ri­od of Corn­planter’s ac­tiv­i­ty against the whites that Isaac Zane had the mis­for­tune to fall in­to the great chief’s pow­er.

			We re­mem­ber Isaac last when, lost in the woods, weak from hunger and ex­po­sure, he had crawled in­to a thick­et and had gone to sleep. He was awak­ened by a dog lick­ing his face. He heard In­di­an voic­es. He got up and ran as fast as he could, but ex­haust­ed as he was he proved no match for his pur­suers. They came up with him and see­ing that he was un­able to de­fend him­self they grasped him by the arms and led him down a well-worn bri­dlepath.

			“D——n poor run. No good legs,” said one of his cap­tors, and at this the oth­er two In­di­ans laughed. Then they whooped and yelled, at which sig­nal oth­er In­di­ans joined them. Isaac saw that they were lead­ing him in­to a large en­camp­ment. He asked the big sav­age who led him what camp it was, and learned that he had fall­en in­to the hands of Corn­planter.

			While be­ing marched through the large In­di­an vil­lage Isaac saw un­mis­tak­able in­di­ca­tions of war. There was a busy hum on all sides; the squaws were pre­par­ing large quan­ti­ties of buf­fa­lo meat, cut­ting it in long, thin strips, and were parch­ing corn in stone ves­sels. The braves were clean­ing ri­fles, sharp­en­ing tom­a­hawks, and mix­ing war paints. All these things Isaac knew to be prepa­ra­tions for long march­es and for bat­tle. That night he heard speech af­ter speech in the lodge next to the one in which he lay, but they were in an un­known tongue. Lat­er he heard the yelling of the In­di­ans and the dull thud of their feet as they stamped on the ground. He heard the ring of the tom­a­hawks as they were struck in­to hard wood. The In­di­ans were danc­ing the war dance round the war-post. This con­tin­ued with some lit­tle in­ter­mis­sion all the four days that Isaac lay in the lodge rapid­ly re­cov­er­ing his strength. The fifth day a man came in­to the lodge. He was tall and pow­er­ful, his hair fell over his shoul­ders and he wore the scanty buck­skin dress of the In­di­an. But Isaac knew at once he was a white man, per­haps one of the many French traders who passed through the In­di­an vil­lage.

			“Your name is Zane,” said the man in Eng­lish, look­ing sharply at Isaac.

			“That is my name. Who are you?” asked Isaac in great sur­prise.

			“I am Gir­ty. I’ve nev­er seen you, but I knew Col. Zane and Jonathan well. I’ve seen your sis­ter; you all fa­vor one an­oth­er.”

			“Are you Si­mon Gir­ty?”

			“Yes.”

			“I have heard of your in­flu­ence with the In­di­ans. Can you do any­thing to get me out of this?”

			“How did you hap­pen to git over here? You are not many miles from Win­ge­nund’s Camp,” said Gir­ty, giv­ing Isaac an­oth­er sharp look from his small black eyes.

			“Gir­ty, I as­sure you I am not a spy. I es­caped from the Wyan­dot vil­lage on Mad Riv­er and af­ter trav­el­ing three days I lost my way. I went to sleep in a thick­et and when I awoke an In­di­an dog had found me. I heard voic­es and saw three In­di­ans. I got up and ran, but they eas­i­ly caught me.”

			“I know about you. Old Tarhe has a daugh­ter who kept you from bein’ ran­somed.”

			“Yes, and I wish I were back there. I don’t like the look of things.”

			“You are right, Zane. You got ketched at a bad time. The In­di­ans are mad. I sup­pose you don’t know that Col. Craw­ford mas­sa­cred a lot of In­di­ans a few days ago. It’ll go hard with any white man that gits cap­tured. I’m afraid I can’t do noth­in’ for you.”

			A few words con­cern­ing Si­mon Gir­ty, the White Sav­age. He had two broth­ers, James and George, who had been des­per­a­does be­fore they were adopt­ed by the Delawares, and who even­tu­al­ly be­came fierce and re­lent­less sav­ages. Si­mon had been cap­tured at the same time as his broth­ers, but he did not at once fall un­der the in­flu­ence of the un­set­tled, free-and-easy life of the In­di­ans. It is prob­a­ble that while in cap­tiv­i­ty he ac­quired the pow­er of com­mand­ing the In­di­ans’ in­ter­est and learned the se­cret of rul­ing them—two ca­pa­bil­i­ties few white men ev­er pos­sessed. It is cer­tain that he, like the not­ed French-Cana­di­an Jou­caire, de­light­ed to sit round the camp­fires and to go in­to the coun­cil lodge and talk to the as­sem­bled In­di­ans.

			At the out­break of the rev­o­lu­tion Gir­ty was a com­mis­sioned of­fi­cer of mili­tia at Ft. Pitt. He de­sert­ed from the Fort, tak­ing with him the To­ries Mc­K­ee and El­liott, and twelve sol­diers, and these traitors spread as much ter­ror among the Del­a­ware In­di­ans as they did among the whites. The Delawares had been one of the few peace­ful­ly dis­posed tribes. In or­der to get them to join their forces with Gov­er­nor Hamil­ton, the British com­man­der, Gir­ty de­clared that Gen. Wash­ing­ton had been killed, that Con­gress had been dis­persed, and that the British were win­ning all the bat­tles.

			Gir­ty spoke most of the In­di­an lan­guages, and Hamil­ton em­ployed him to go among the dif­fer­ent In­di­an tribes and in­cite them to greater ha­tred of the pi­o­neers. This proved to be just the life that suit­ed him. He soon rose to have a great and bad in­flu­ence on all the tribes. He be­came not­ed for his as­sist­ing the In­di­ans in ma­rauds, for his mid­night for­ays, for his scalp­ings, and his ef­forts to cap­ture white wom­en, and for his dev­il­ish cun­ning and cru­el­ty.

			For many years Gir­ty was the Deathshead of the fron­tier. The men­tion of his name alone cre­at­ed ter­ror in any house­hold; in ev­ery pi­o­neer’s cab­in it made the chil­dren cry out in fear and paled the cheeks of the stoutest-heart­ed wife.

			It is dif­fi­cult to con­ceive of a white man’s be­ing such a fiend in hu­man guise. The on­ly ex­pla­na­tion that can be giv­en is that rene­gades rage against the cause of their own blood with the fury of in­san­i­ty rather than with the ma­lig­ni­ty of a nat­u­ral­ly fe­ro­cious tem­per. In jus­tice to Si­mon Gir­ty it must be said that facts not known un­til his death showed he was not so cru­el and base as be­lieved; that some deeds of kind­ness were at­trib­uted to him; that he risked his life to save Ken­ton from the stake, and that many of the ter­ri­ble crimes laid at his door were re­al­ly com­mit­ted by his sav­age broth­ers.

			Isaac Zane suf­fered no an­noy­ance at the hands of Corn­planter’s braves un­til the sev­enth day of his im­pris­on­ment. He saw no one ex­cept the squaw who brought him corn and meat. On that day two sav­ages came for him and led him in­to the im­mense coun­cil lodge of the Five Na­tions. Corn­planter sat be­tween his right-hand chiefs, Big Tree and Half Town, and sur­round­ed by the oth­er chiefs of the tribes. An aged In­di­an stood in the cen­ter of the lodge and ad­dressed the oth­ers. The lis­ten­ing sav­ages sat im­mov­able, their faces as cold and stern as stone masks. Ap­par­ent­ly they did not heed the en­trance of the pris­on­er.

			“Zane, they’re havin’ a coun­cil,” whis­pered a voice in Isaac’s ear. Isaac turned and rec­og­nized Gir­ty. “I want to pre­pare you for the worst.”

			“Is there, then, no hope for me?” asked Isaac.

			“I’m afraid not,” con­tin­ued the rene­gade, speak­ing in a low whis­per. “They wouldn’t let me speak at the coun­cil. I told Corn­planter that killin’ you might bring the Hurons down on him, but he wouldn’t lis­ten. Yes­ter­day, in the camp of the Delawares, I saw Col. Craw­ford burnt at the stake. He was a friend of mine at Pitt, and I didn’t dare to say one word to the fren­zied In­di­ans. I had to watch the tor­ture. Pipe and Win­ge­nund, both old friends of Craw­ford, stood by and watched him walk round the stake on the red-hot coals five hours.”

			Isaac shud­dered at the words of the rene­gade, but did not an­swer. He had felt from the first that his case was hope­less, and that no op­por­tu­ni­ty for es­cape could pos­si­bly present it­self in such a large en­camp­ment. He set his teeth hard and re­solved to show the red dev­ils how a white man could die.

			Sev­er­al speech­es were made by dif­fer­ent chiefs and then an im­pres­sive ora­tion by Big Tree. At the con­clu­sion of the speech­es, which were in an un­known tongue to Isaac, Corn­planter hand­ed a war club to Half Town. This chief got up, walked to the end of the cir­cle, and there brought the club down on the ground with a re­sound­ing thud. Then he passed the club to Big Tree. In a solemn and dig­ni­fied man­ner ev­ery chief du­pli­cat­ed Half Town’s per­for­mance with the club.

			Isaac watched the cer­e­mo­ny as if fas­ci­nat­ed. He had seen a war club used in the coun­cils of the Hurons and knew that strik­ing it on the ground sig­ni­fied war and death.

			“White man, you are a killer of In­di­ans,” said Corn­planter in good Eng­lish. “When the sun shines again you die.”

			A brave came for­ward and paint­ed Isaac’s face black. This Isaac knew to in­di­cate that death await­ed him on the mor­row. On his way back to his prison lodge he saw that a war dance was in progress.

			A hun­dred braves with tom­a­hawks, knives, and mal­lets in their hands were cir­cling round a post and keep­ing time to the low mu­sic of a muf­fled drum. Close to­geth­er, with heads bowed, they marched. At cer­tain mo­ments, which they led up to with a danc­ing on rigid legs and a stamp­ing with their feet, they wheeled, and ut­ter­ing hideous yells, start­ed to march in the oth­er di­rec­tion. When this had been re­peat­ed three times a brave stepped from the line, ad­vanced, and struck his knife or tom­a­hawk in­to the post. Then with a loud voice he pro­claimed his past ex­ploits and great deeds in war. The oth­er In­di­ans greet­ed this with loud yells of ap­plause and a flour­ish­ing of weapons. Then the whole cer­e­mo­ny was gone through again.

			That af­ter­noon many of the In­di­ans vis­it­ed Isaac in his lodge and shook their fists at him and point­ed their knives at him. They hissed and groaned at him. Their vin­dic­tive faces ex­pressed the ma­lig­nant joy they felt at the ex­pec­ta­tion of putting him to the tor­ture.

			When night came Isaac’s guards laced up the lodge door and shut him from the sight of the mad­dened In­di­ans. The dark­ness that grad­u­al­ly en­veloped him was a re­lief. By and by all was silent ex­cept for the oc­ca­sion­al yell of a drunk­en sav­age. To Isaac it sound­ed like a long, rolling death cry echo­ing through­out the en­camp­ment and mur­der­ing his sleep. Its hor­ri­ble mean­ing made him shiv­er and his flesh creep. At length even that yell ceased. The watch­dogs qui­et­ed down and the per­fect still­ness which en­sued could al­most be felt. Through Isaac’s mind ran over and over again the same words. His last night to live! His last night to live! He forced him­self to think of oth­er things. He lay there in the dark­ness of his tent, but he was far away in thought, far away in the past with his moth­er and broth­ers be­fore they had come to this blood­thirsty coun­try. His thoughts wan­dered to the days of his boy­hood when he used to drive the cows to the pas­ture on the hill­side, and in his dreamy, dis­or­dered fan­cy he was once more let­ting down the bars of the gate. Then he was wad­ing in the brook and whack­ing the green frogs with his stick. Old play­mates’ faces, for­got­ten for years, were there look­ing at him from the dark wall of his wig­wam. There was An­drew’s face; the faces of his oth­er broth­ers; the laugh­ing face of his sis­ter; the serene face of his moth­er. As he lay there with the shad­ow of death over him sweet was the thought that soon he would be re­unit­ed with that moth­er. The im­ages fad­ed slow­ly away, swal­lowed up in the gloom. Sud­den­ly a vi­sion ap­peared to him. A ra­di­ant white light il­lu­mined the lodge and shone full on the beau­ti­ful face of the In­di­an maid­en who had loved him so well. My­eer­ah’s dark eyes were bright with an undy­ing love and her lips smiled hope.

			A rude kick dis­pelled Isaac’s dreams. A brawny sav­age pulled him to his feet and pushed him out­side of the lodge.

			It was ear­ly morn­ing. The sun had just cleared the low hills in the east and its red beams crim­soned the edges of the clouds of fog which hung over the riv­er like a great white cur­tain. Though the air was warm, Isaac shiv­ered a lit­tle as the breeze blew soft­ly against his cheek. He took one long look to­ward the ris­ing sun, to­ward that east he had hoped to see, and then res­o­lute­ly turned his face away for­ev­er.

			Ear­ly though it was the In­di­ans were astir and their whoop­ing rang through­out the val­ley. Down the main street of the vil­lage the guards led the pris­on­er, fol­lowed by a scream­ing mob of squaws and young braves and chil­dren who threw sticks and stones at the hat­ed Long Knife.

			Soon the in­hab­i­tants of the camp con­gre­gat­ed on the green oval in the midst of the lodges. When the pris­on­er ap­peared they formed in two long lines fac­ing each oth­er, and sev­er­al feet apart. Isaac was to run the gaunt­let—one of the sever­est of In­di­an tor­tures. With the ex­cep­tion of Corn­planter and sev­er­al of his chiefs, ev­ery In­di­an in the vil­lage was in line. Lit­tle In­di­an boys hard­ly large enough to sling a stone; maid­ens and squaws with switch­es or spears; ath­let­ic young braves with flash­ing tom­a­hawks; grim, ma­tured war­riors swing­ing knot­ted war clubs—all were there in line, yelling and bran­dish­ing their weapons in a man­ner fright­ful to be­hold.

			The word was giv­en, and stripped to the waist, Isaac bound­ed for­ward fleet as a deer. He knew the In­di­an way of run­ning the gaunt­let. The head of that long lane con­tained the war­riors and old­er braves and it was here that the great dan­ger lay. Be­tween these lines he sped like a flash, dodg­ing this way and that, run­ning close in un­der the raised weapons, tak­ing what blows he could on his up­lift­ed arms, knock­ing this war­rior over and dou­bling that one up with a light­ning blow in the stom­ach, nev­er slack­ing his speed for one stride, so that it was ex­treme­ly dif­fi­cult for the In­di­ans to strike him ef­fec­tu­al­ly. Once past that for­mi­da­ble ar­ray, Isaac’s gaunt­let was run, for the squaws and chil­dren scat­tered scream­ing be­fore the sweep of his pow­er­ful arms.

			The old chiefs grunt­ed their ap­proval. There was a bruise on Isaac’s fore­head and a few drops of blood min­gled with the beads of per­spi­ra­tion. Sev­er­al lumps and scratch­es showed on his bare shoul­ders and arms, but he had es­caped any se­ri­ous in­jury. This was a feat al­most with­out a par­al­lel in gaunt­let run­ning.

			When he had been tied with wet buck­skin thongs to the post in the cen­ter of the oval, the youths, the younger braves, and the squaws be­gan cir­cling round him, yelling like so many demons. The old squaws thrust sharp­ened sticks, which had been soaked in salt wa­ter, in­to his flesh. The maid­ens struck him with wil­lows which left red welts on his white shoul­ders. The braves buried the blades of their tom­a­hawks in the post as near as pos­si­ble to his head with­out ac­tu­al­ly hit­ting him.

			Isaac knew the In­di­an na­ture well. To com­mand the re­spect of the sav­ages was the on­ly way to lessen his tor­ture. He knew that a cry for mer­cy would on­ly in­crease his suf­fer­ings and not has­ten his death—in­deed it would pro­long both. He had re­solved to die with­out a moan. He had de­ter­mined to show ab­so­lute in­dif­fer­ence to his tor­ture, which was the on­ly way to ap­peal to the sav­age na­ture, and if any­thing could, make the In­di­ans show mer­cy. Or, if he could taunt them in­to killing him at once he would be spared all the ter­ri­ble agony which they were in the habit of in­flict­ing on their vic­tims.

			One hand­some young brave twirled a glit­ter­ing tom­a­hawk which he threw from a dis­tance of ten, fif­teen, and twen­ty feet and ev­ery time the sharp blade of the hatch­et sank deep in­to the stake with­in an inch of Isaac’s head. With a proud and dis­dain­ful look Isaac gazed straight be­fore him and paid no heed to his tor­men­tor.

			“Does the In­di­an boy think he can fright­en a white war­rior?” said Isaac scorn­ful­ly at length. “Let him go and earn his ea­gle plumes. The pale face laughs at him.”

			The young brave un­der­stood the Huron lan­guage, for he gave a fright­ful yell and cast his tom­a­hawk again, this time shav­ing a lock of hair from Isaac’s head.

			This was what Isaac had prayed for. He hoped that one of these glit­ter­ing hatch­ets would be pro­pelled less skill­ful­ly than its pre­de­ces­sors and would kill him in­stant­ly. But the en­raged brave had no oth­er op­por­tu­ni­ty to cast his weapon, for the In­di­ans jeered at him and pushed him from the line.

			Oth­er braves tried their pro­fi­cien­cy in the art of throw­ing knives and tom­a­hawks, but their ef­forts called forth on­ly words of de­ri­sion from Isaac. They left the weapons stick­ing in the post un­til round Isaac’s head and shoul­ders there was scarce­ly room for an­oth­er.

			“The White Ea­gle is tired of boys,” cried Isaac to a chief stand­ing near. “What has he done that he be made the play­thing of chil­dren? Let him die the death of a chief.”

			The maid­ens had long since de­sist­ed in their ef­forts to tor­ment the pris­on­er. Even the hard­ened old squaws had with­drawn. The pris­on­er’s proud, hand­some face, his up­right bear­ing, his scorn for his en­e­mies, his in­dif­fer­ence to the cuts and bruis­es, and red welts up­on his clear white skin had won their hearts.

			Not so with the braves. See­ing that the pale face scorned all ef­forts to make him flinch, the young brave turned to Big Tree. At a com­mand from this chief the In­di­ans stopped their ma­neu­ver­ing round the post and formed a large cir­cle. In an­oth­er mo­ment a tall war­rior ap­peared car­ry­ing an arm­ful of fagots.

			In spite of his iron nerve Isaac shud­dered with hor­ror. He had an­tic­i­pat­ed run­ning the gaunt­let, hav­ing his nails pulled out, pow­der and salt shot in­to his flesh, be­ing scalped alive and a host of oth­er In­di­an tor­tures, but as he had killed no mem­bers of this tribe he had not thought of be­ing burned alive. God, it was too hor­ri­ble!

			The In­di­ans were now qui­et. Their songs and dances would break out soon enough. They piled fagot af­ter fagot round Isaac’s feet. The In­di­an war­rior knelt on the ground; the steel clicked on the flint; a lit­tle show­er of sparks dropped on the pieces of punk and then—a tiny flame shot up, and a slen­der lit­tle col­umn of blue smoke float­ed on the air.

			Isaac shut his teeth hard and prayed with all his soul for a speedy death.

			Si­mon Gir­ty came hur­ried­ly through the lines of wait­ing, watch­ing In­di­ans. He had ob­tained per­mis­sion to speak to the man of his own col­or.

			“Zane, you made a brave stand. Any oth­er time but this it might have saved you. If you want I’ll get word to your peo­ple.” And then bend­ing and plac­ing his mouth close to Isaac’s ear, he whis­pered, “I did all I could for you, but it must have been too late.”

			“Try and tell them at Ft. Hen­ry,” Isaac said sim­ply.

			There was a lit­tle crack­ing of dried wood and then a nar­row tongue of red flame dart­ed up from the pile of fagots and licked at the buck­skin fringe on the pris­on­er’s leg­gins. At this supreme mo­ment when the at­ten­tion of all cen­tered on that mo­tion­less fig­ure lashed to the stake, and when on­ly the low chant­ing of the death song broke the still­ness, a long, pierc­ing yell rang out on the qui­et morn­ing air. So strong, so sud­den, so star­tling was the break in that al­most per­fect calm that for a mo­ment af­ter­ward there was a si­lence as of death. All eyes turned to the ridge of ris­ing ground whence that sound had come. Now came the un­mis­tak­able thun­der of hors­es’ hoofs pound­ing fu­ri­ous­ly on the rocky ground. A mo­ment of par­a­lyzed in­ac­tion en­sued. The In­di­ans stood be­wil­dered, pet­ri­fied. Then on that ridge of ris­ing ground stood, sil­hou­et­ted against the blue sky, a great black horse with arch­ing neck and fly­ing mane. Astride him sat a plumed war­rior, who waved his ri­fle high in the air. Again that shrill screech­ing yell came float­ing to the ears of the as­ton­ished In­di­ans.

			The pris­on­er had seen that horse and rid­er be­fore; he had heard that long yell; his heart bound­ed with hope. The In­di­ans knew that yell; it was the ter­ri­ble war cry of the Hurons.

			A horse fol­lowed close­ly af­ter the lead­er, and then an­oth­er ap­peared on the crest of the hill. Then came two abreast, and then four abreast, and now the hill was black with plung­ing hors­es. They gal­loped swift­ly down the slope and in­to the nar­row street of the vil­lage. When the black horse en­tered the oval the train of rac­ing hors­es ex­tend­ed to the top of the ridge. The plumes of the rid­ers streamed grace­ful­ly on the breeze; their feath­ers shone; their weapons glit­tered in the bright sun­light.

			Nev­er was there more com­plete sur­prise. In the ear­ly morn­ing the Hurons had crept up to with­in a ri­fle shot of the en­camp­ment, and at an op­por­tune mo­ment when all the scouts and run­ners were round the tor­ture stake, they had reached the hill­side from which they rode in­to the vil­lage be­fore the in­hab­i­tants knew what had hap­pened. Not an In­di­an raised a weapon. There were screams from the wom­en and chil­dren, a shout­ed com­mand from Big Tree, and then all stood still and wait­ed.

			Thun­der­cloud, the war chief of the Wyan­dots, pulled his black stal­lion back on his haunch­es not twen­ty feet from the pris­on­er at the stake. His band of paint­ed dev­ils closed in be­hind him. Full two hun­dred strong were they and all picked war­riors tried and true. They were naked to the waist. Across their brawny chests ran a broad bar of flam­ing red paint; hideous de­signs in black and white cov­ered their faces. Ev­ery head had been clean-shaven ex­cept where the scalp lock bris­tled like a por­cu­pine’s quills. Each war­rior car­ried a plumed spear, a tom­a­hawk, and a ri­fle. The shin­ing heads, with the lit­tle tufts of hair tied tight­ly close to the scalp, were enough to show that these In­di­ans were on the warpath.

			From the back of one of the fore­most hors­es a slen­der fig­ure dropped and dart­ed to­ward the pris­on­er at the stake. Sure­ly that wild­ly fly­ing hair proved this was not a war­rior. Swift as a flash of light this fig­ure reached the stake; the blaz­ing fagots scat­tered right and left; a naked blade gleamed; the thongs fell from the pris­on­er’s wrists; and the front ranks of the Hurons opened and closed on the freed man. The de­liv­er­er turned to the gap­ing In­di­ans, dis­clos­ing to their gaze the pale and beau­ti­ful face of My­eer­ah, the Wyan­dot Princess.

			“Sum­mon your chief,” she com­mand­ed.

			The tall form of the Seneca chief moved from among the war­riors and with slow and mea­sured tread ap­proached the maid­en. His bear­ing fit­ted the lead­er of five na­tions of In­di­ans. It was of one who knew that he was the wis­est of chiefs, the hero of a hun­dred bat­tles. Who dared beard him in his den? Who dared de­fy the great­est pow­er in all In­di­an tribes? When he stood be­fore the maid­en he fold­ed his arms and wait­ed for her to speak.

			“My­eer­ah claims the White Ea­gle,” she said.

			Corn­planter did not an­swer at once. He had nev­er seen My­eer­ah, though he had heard many sto­ries of her love­li­ness. Now he was face to face with the In­di­an Princess whose fame had been the theme of many an In­di­an ro­mance, and whose beau­ty had been sung of in many an In­di­an song. The beau­ti­ful girl stood erect and fear­less. Her dis­or­dered gar­ments, torn and bedrag­gled and stained from the long ride, ill-con­cealed the grace of her form. Her hair rip­pled from the un­cov­ered head and fell in dusky splen­dor over her shoul­ders; her dark eyes shone with a stern and steady fire; her bo­som swelled with each deep breath. She was the daugh­ter of great chiefs; she looked the em­bod­i­ment of sav­age love.

			“The Huron squaw is brave,” said Corn­planter. “By what right does she come to free my cap­tive?”

			“He is an adopt­ed Wyan­dot.”

			“Why does the pale­face hide like a fox near the camp of Corn­planter?”

			“He ran away. He lost the trail to the Fort on the riv­er.”

			“Corn­planter takes pris­on­ers to kill; not to free.”

			“If you will not give him up My­eer­ah will take him,” she an­swered, point­ing to the long line of mount­ed war­riors. “And should harm be­fall Tarhe’s daugh­ter it will be avenged.”

			Corn­planter looked at Thun­der­cloud. Well he knew that chief’s prow­ess in the field. He ran his eyes over the silent, watch­ing Hurons, and then back to the som­bre face of their lead­er. Thun­der­cloud sat rigid up­on his stal­lion; his head held high; ev­ery mus­cle tense and strong for in­stant ac­tion. He was ready and ea­ger for the fray. He, and ev­ery one of his war­riors, would fight like a thou­sand tigers for their Princess—the pride of the proud race of Wyan­dots. Corn­planter saw this and he felt that on the eve of im­por­tant march­es he dared not sac­ri­fice one of his braves for any rea­son, much less a worth­less pale face; and yet to let the pris­on­er go galled the haughty spir­it of the Seneca chief.

			“The Long Knife is not worth the life of one of my dogs,” he said, with scorn in his deep voice. “If Corn­planter willed he could drive the Hurons be­fore him like leaves be­fore the storm. Let My­eer­ah take the pale face back to her wig­wam and there feed him and make a squaw of him. When he stings like a snake in the grass re­mem­ber the chief’s words. Corn­planter turns on his heel from the Huron maid­en who for­gets her blood.”

			

			When the sun reached its zenith it shone down up­on a long line of mount­ed In­di­ans rid­ing sin­gle file along the nar­row trail and like a huge ser­pent wind­ing through the for­est and over the plain.

			They were Wyan­dot In­di­ans, and Isaac Zane rode among them. Freed from the ter­ri­ble fate which had men­aced him, and know­ing that he was once more on his way to the Huron en­camp­ment, he had ac­cept­ed his des­tiny and quar­reled no more with fate. He was thank­ful be­yond all words for his res­cue from the stake.

			Com­ing to a clear, rapid stream, the war­riors dis­mount­ed and rest­ed while their hors­es drank thirsti­ly of the cool wa­ter. An In­di­an touched Isaac on the arm and silent­ly point­ed to­ward the huge maple tree un­der which Thun­der­cloud and My­eer­ah were sit­ting. Isaac turned his horse and rode the short dis­tance in­ter­ven­ing. When he got near he saw that My­eer­ah stood with one arm over her pony’s neck. She raised eyes that were weary and sad, which yet held a lofty and no­ble re­solve.

			“White Ea­gle, this stream leads straight to the Fort on the riv­er,” she said briefly, al­most cold­ly. “Fol­low it, and when the sun reach­es the top of yon­der hill you will be with your peo­ple. Go, you are free.”

			She turned her face away. Isaac’s head whirled in his amaze­ment. He could not be­lieve his ears. He looked close­ly at her and saw that though her face was calm her throat swelled, and the hand which lay over the neck of her pony clenched the bri­dle in a fierce grasp. Isaac glanced at Thun­der­cloud and the oth­er In­di­ans near by. They sat un­con­cerned with the in­vari­able un­read­able ex­pres­sion.

			“My­eer­ah, what do you mean?” asked Isaac.

			“The words of Corn­planter cut deep in­to the heart of My­eer­ah,” she an­swered bit­ter­ly. “They were true. The Ea­gle does not care for My­eer­ah. She shall no longer keep him in a cage. He is free to fly away.”

			“The Ea­gle does not want his free­dom. I love you, My­eer­ah. You have saved me and I am yours. If you will go home with me and mar­ry me there as my peo­ple are mar­ried I will go back to the Wyan­dot vil­lage.”

			My­eer­ah’s eyes soft­ened with un­ut­ter­able love. With a quick cry she was in his arms. Af­ter a few mo­ments of for­get­ful­ness My­eer­ah spoke to Thun­der­cloud and waved her hand to­ward the west. The chief swung him­self over his horse, shout­ed a sin­gle com­mand, and rode down the bank in­to the wa­ter. His war­riors fol­lowed him, wad­ing their hors­es in­to the shal­low creek, with nev­er a back­ward look. When the last rid­er had dis­ap­peared in the wil­lows the lovers turned their hors­es east­ward.

		
	
		
			X

			It was near the close of a day in ear­ly sum­mer. A small group of per­sons sur­round­ed Col. Zane where he sat on his doorstep. From time to time he took the long In­di­an pipe from his mouth and blew great clouds of smoke over his head. Ma­jor Mc­Col­loch and Capt. Bog­gs were there. Silas Zane half re­clined on the grass. The Colonel’s wife stood in the door­way, and Bet­ty sat on the low­er step with her head lean­ing against her broth­er’s knee. They all had grave faces. Jonathan Zane had re­turned that day af­ter an ab­sence of three weeks, and was now an­swer­ing the many ques­tions with which he was plied.

			“Don’t ask me any more and I’ll tell you the whole thing,” he had just said, while wip­ing the per­spi­ra­tion from his brow. His face was worn; his beard ragged and un­kempt; his ap­pear­ance sug­ges­tive of ex­treme fa­tigue. “It was this way: Colonel Craw­ford had four hun­dred and eighty men un­der him, with Slover and me act­ing as guides. This was a large force of men and com­prised sol­diers from Pitt and the oth­er forts and set­tlers from all along the riv­er. You see, Craw­ford want­ed to crush the Shawnees at one blow. When we reached the San­dusky Riv­er, which we did af­ter an ar­du­ous march, not one In­di­an did we see. You know Craw­ford ex­pect­ed to sur­prise the Shawnee camp, and when he found it de­sert­ed he didn’t know what to do. Slover and I both ad­vised an im­me­di­ate re­treat. Craw­ford would not lis­ten to us. I tried to ex­plain to him that ev­er since the Guaden­hut­ten mas­sacre keen-eyed In­di­an scouts had been watch­ing the bor­der. The news of the present ex­pe­di­tion had been car­ried by fleet run­ners to the dif­fer­ent In­di­an tribes and they were work­ing like hives of an­gry bees. The de­sert­ed Shawnee vil­lage meant to me that the alarm had been sound­ed in the towns of the Shawnees and the Delawares; per­haps al­so in the Wyan­dot towns to the north. Colonel Craw­ford was ob­du­rate and in­sist­ed on re­sum­ing the march in­to the In­di­an coun­try. The next day we met the In­di­ans com­ing di­rect­ly to­ward us. It was the com­bined force of the Del­a­ware chiefs, Pipe and Win­ge­nund. The bat­tle had hard­ly com­menced when the red­skins were re­in­forced by four hun­dred war­riors un­der Shan­shota, the Huron chief. The en­e­my skulked be­hind trees and rocks, hid in ravines, and crawled through the long grass. They could be picked off on­ly by In­di­an hunters, of whom Craw­ford had but few—prob­a­bly fifty all told. All that day we man­aged to keep our po­si­tion, though we lost six­ty men. That night we lay down to rest by great fires which we built, to pre­vent night sur­pris­es.

			“Ear­ly next morn­ing we re­sumed the fight. I saw Si­mon Gir­ty on his white horse. He was urg­ing and cheer­ing the In­di­ans on to des­per­ate fight­ing. Their fire be­came so dead­ly that we were forced to re­treat. In the af­ter­noon Slover, who had been out scout­ing, re­turned with the in­for­ma­tion that a mount­ed force was ap­proach­ing, and that he be­lieved they were the re­in­force­ments which Col. Craw­ford ex­pect­ed. The re­in­force­ments came up and proved to be But­ler’s British rangers from De­troit. This stunned Craw­ford’s sol­diers. The fire of the en­e­my be­came hot­ter and hot­ter. Our men were fall­ing like leaves around us. They threw aside their ri­fles and ran, many of them right in­to the hands of the sav­ages. I be­lieve some of the ex­pe­ri­enced bor­der­men es­caped, but most of Craw­ford’s force met death on the field. I hid in a hol­low log. Next day when I felt that it could be done safe­ly I crawled out. I saw scalped and mu­ti­lat­ed bod­ies ev­ery­where, but did not find Col. Craw­ford’s body. The In­di­ans had tak­en all the cloth­ing, weapons, blan­kets, and ev­ery­thing of val­ue. The Wyan­dots took a north­west trail and the Delawares and the Shawnees trav­eled east. I fol­lowed the lat­ter be­cause their trail led to­ward home. Three days lat­er I stood on the high bluff above Win­ge­nund’s camp. From there I saw Col. Craw­ford tied to a stake and a fire start­ed at his feet. I was not five hun­dred yards from the camp. I saw the war chiefs, Pipe and Win­ge­nund; I saw Si­mon Gir­ty and a British of­fi­cer in uni­form. The chiefs and Gir­ty were once Craw­ford’s friends. They stood calm­ly by and watched the poor vic­tim slow­ly burn to death. The In­di­ans yelled and danced round the stake; they de­vised ev­ery kind of hellish tor­ture. When at last an In­di­an ran in and tore off the scalp of the still liv­ing man I could bear to see no more, and I turned and ran. I have been in some tough places, but this last was the worst.”

			“My God! it is aw­ful—and to think that man Gir­ty was once a white man,” cried Col. Zane.

			“He came very near be­ing a dead man,” said Jonathan, with grim hu­mor. “I got a long shot at him and killed his big white horse.”

			“It’s a pity you missed him,” said Silas Zane.

			“Here comes Wet­zel. What will he say about the mas­sacre?” re­marked Ma­jor Mc­Col­loch.

			Wet­zel joined the group at that mo­ment and shook hands with Jonathan. When in­ter­ro­gat­ed about the fail­ure of Col. Craw­ford’s ex­pe­di­tion Wet­zel said that Slover had just made his ap­pear­ance at the cab­in of Hugh Ben­net, and that he was with­out cloth­ing and al­most dead from ex­po­sure.

			“I’m glad Slover got out alive. He was against the march all along. If Craw­ford had lis­tened to us he would have avert­ed this ter­ri­ble af­fair and saved his own life. Lew, did Slover know how many men got out?” asked Jonathan.

			“He said not many. The red­skins killed all the pris­on­ers ex­ceptin’ Craw­ford and Knight.”

			“I saw Col. Craw­ford burned at the stake. I did not see Dr. Knight. Maybe they mur­dered him be­fore I reached the camp of the Delawares,” said Jonathan.

			“Wet­zel, in your judg­ment, what ef­fect will this mas­sacre and Craw­ford’s death have on the bor­der?” in­quired Col. Zane.

			“It means an­oth­er bloody year like 1777,” an­swered Wet­zel.

			“We are li­able to have trou­ble with the In­di­ans any day. You mean that.”

			“There’ll be war all along the riv­er. Hamil­ton is hatchin’ some new dev­il’s trick with Gir­ty. Col. Zane, I calk­i­late that Gir­ty has a spy in the riv­er set­tle­ments and knows as much about the forts and de­fense as you do.”

			“You can’t mean a white spy.”

			“Yes, just that.”

			“That is a strong as­ser­tion, Lewis, but com­ing from you it means some­thing. Step aside here and ex­plain your­self,” said Col. Zane, get­ting up and walk­ing out to the fence.

			“I don’t like the looks of things,” said the hunter. “A month ago I ketched this man Miller pokin’ his nose round the block­house where he hadn’t ought to be. And I kep’ watchin’ him. If my sus­pi­cions is cor­rect he’s playin’ some deep game. I ain’t got any proof, but things looks bad.”

			“That’s strange, Lewis,” said Col. Zane sober­ly. “Now that you men­tion it I re­mem­ber Jonathan said he met Miller near the Kanawha three weeks ago. That was when Craw­ford’s ex­pe­di­tion was on the way to the Shawnee vil­lages. The Colonel tried to en­list Miller, but Miller said he was in a hur­ry to get back to the Fort. And he hasn’t come back yet.”

			“I ain’t sur­prised. Now, Col. Zane, you are in com­mand here. I’m not a sol­dier and for that rea­son I’m all the bet­ter to watch Miller. He won’t sus­pect me. You give me au­thor­i­ty and I’ll round up his lit­tle game.”

			“By all means, Lewis. Go about it your own way, and re­port any­thing to me. Re­mem­ber you may be mis­tak­en and give Miller the ben­e­fit of the doubt. I don’t like the fel­low. He has a way of ap­pear­ing and dis­ap­pear­ing, and for no ap­par­ent rea­son, that makes me dis­trust him. But for Heav­en’s sake, Lew, how would he prof­it by be­tray­ing us?”

			“I don’t know. All I know is he’ll bear watchin’.”

			“My gra­cious, Lew Wet­zel!” ex­claimed Bet­ty as her broth­er and the hunter re­joined the oth­ers. “Have you come all the way over here with­out a gun? And you have on a new suit of buck­skin.”

			Lewis stood a mo­ment by Bet­ty, gaz­ing down at her with his slight smile. He looked ex­ceed­ing­ly well. His face was not yet bronzed by sum­mer suns. His long black hair, of which he was as proud as a wom­an could have been, and of which he took as much care as he did of his ri­fle, waved over his shoul­ders.

			“Bet­ty, this is my birth­day, but that ain’t the rea­son I’ve got my fine feath­ers on. I’m goin’ to try and make an im­pres­sion on you,” replied Lewis, smil­ing.

			“I de­clare, this is very sud­den. But you have suc­ceed­ed. Who made the suit? And where did you get all that pret­ty fringe and those beau­ti­ful beads?”

			“That stuff I picked up round an In­jun camp. The suit I made my­self.”

			“I think, Lewis, I must get you to help me make my new gown,” said Bet­ty, rogu­ish­ly.

			“Well, I must be get­tin’ back,” said Wet­zel, ris­ing.

			“Oh, don’t go yet. You have not talked to me at all,” said Bet­ty petu­lant­ly. She walked to the gate with him.

			“What can an In­jun hunter say to amuse the belle of the bor­der?”

			“I don’t want to be amused ex­act­ly. I mean I’m not used to be­ing un­no­ticed, es­pe­cial­ly by you.” And then in a low­er tone she con­tin­ued: “What did you mean about Mr. Miller? I heard his name and Eb looked wor­ried. What did you tell him?”

			“Nev­er mind now, Bet­ty. Maybe I’ll tell you some day. It’s enough for you to know the Colonel don’t like Miller and that I think he is a bad man. You don’t care noth­in’ for Miller, do you Bet­ty?”

			“Not in the least.”

			“Don’t see him any more, Bet­ty. Good­night, now, I must be goin’ to sup­per.”

			“Lew, stop! or I shall run af­ter you.”

			“And what good would your run­nin’ do?” said Lewis. “You’d nev­er ketch me. Why, I could give you twen­ty paces start and beat you to yon tree.”

			“You can’t. Come, try it,” re­tort­ed Bet­ty, catch­ing hold of her skirt. She could nev­er have al­lowed a chal­lenge like that to pass.

			“Ha! ha! We are in for a race. Bet­ty, if you beat him, start or no start, you will have ac­com­plished some­thing nev­er done be­fore,” said Col. Zane.

			“Come, Silas, step off twen­ty paces and make them long ones,” said Bet­ty, who was in earnest.

			“We’ll make it forty paces,” said Silas, as he com­menced tak­ing im­mense strides.

			“What is Lewis look­ing at?” re­marked Col. Zane’s wife.

			Wet­zel, in tak­ing his po­si­tion for the race, had faced the riv­er. Mrs. Zane had seen him start sud­den­ly, straight­en up and for a mo­ment stand like a stat­ue. Her ex­cla­ma­tion drew the at­ten­tion of the oth­ers to the hunter.

			“Look!” he cried, wav­ing his hand to­ward the riv­er.

			“I de­clare, Wet­zel, you are al­ways see­ing some­thing. Where shall I look? Ah, yes, there is a dark form mov­ing along the bank. By jove! I be­lieve it’s an In­di­an,” said Col. Zane.

			Jonathan dart­ed in­to the house. When he reap­peared sec­ond lat­er he had three ri­fles.

			“I see hors­es, Lew. What do you make out?” said Jonathan. “It’s a bold ma­neu­ver for In­di­ans un­less they have a strong force.”

			“Hos­tile In­juns wouldn’t show them­selves like that. Maybe they ain’t red­skins at all. We’ll go down to the bluff.”

			“Oh, yes, let us go,” cried Bet­ty, walk­ing down the path to­ward Wet­zel.

			Col. Zane fol­lowed her, and present­ly the whole par­ty were on their way to the riv­er. When they reached the bluff they saw two hors­es come down the op­po­site bank and en­ter the wa­ter. Then they seemed to fade from view. The tall trees cast a dark shad­ow over the wa­ter and the hors­es had be­come lost in this ob­scu­ri­ty. Col. Zane and Jonathan walked up and down the bank seek­ing to find a place which af­ford­ed a clear­er view of the riv­er.

			“There they come,” shout­ed Silas.

			“Yes, I see them just swim­ming out of the shad­ow,” said Col. Zane. “Both hors­es have rid­ers. Lewis, what can you make out?”

			“It’s Isaac and an In­di­an girl,” an­swered Wet­zel.

			This star­tling an­nounce­ment cre­at­ed a com­mo­tion in the lit­tle group. It was fol­lowed by a cho­rus of ex­cla­ma­tions.

			“Heav­ens! Wet­zel, you have won­der­ful eyes. I hope to God you are right. There, I see the fore­most rid­er wav­ing his hand,” cried Col. Zane.

			“Oh, Bessie, Bessie! I be­lieve Lew is right. Look at Tige,” said Bet­ty ex­cit­ed­ly.

			Ev­ery­body had for­got­ten the dog. He had come down the path with Bet­ty and had pressed close to her. First he trem­bled, then whined, then with a loud bark he ran down the bank and dashed in­to the wa­ter.

			“Hel‑lo, Betts,” came the cry across the wa­ter. There was no mis­tak­ing that clear voice. It was Isaac’s.

			Al­though the sun had long gone down be­hind the hills day­light lin­gered. It was bright enough for the watch­ers to rec­og­nize Isaac Zane. He sat high on his horse and in his hand he held the bri­dle of a pony that was swim­ming be­side him. The pony bore the slen­der fig­ure of a girl. She was bend­ing for­ward and her hands were twist­ed in the pony’s mane.

			By this time the Colonel and Jonathan were stand­ing in the shal­low wa­ter wait­ing to grasp the reins and lead the hors­es up the steep bank. At­tract­ed by the un­usu­al sight of a wild­ly ges­tic­u­lat­ing group on the riv­er bluff, the set­tlers from the Fort hur­ried down to the scene of ac­tion. Capt. Bog­gs and Al­fred Clarke joined the crowd. Old Sam came run­ning down from the barn. All were in­tense­ly ex­cit­ed as Col. Zane and Jonathan reached for the bri­dles and led the hors­es up the slip­pery in­cline.

			“Eb, Jack, Silas, here I am alive and well,” cried Isaac as he leaped from his horse. “Bet­ty, you dar­ling, it’s Isaac. Don’t stand star­ing as if I were a ghost.”

			Where­upon Bet­ty ran to him, flung her arms around his neck and clung to him. Isaac kissed her ten­der­ly and dis­en­gaged him­self from her arms.

			“You’ll get all wet. Glad to see me? Well, I nev­er had such a hap­py mo­ment in my life. Bet­ty, I have brought you some­one whom you must love. This is My­eer­ah, your sis­ter. She is wet and cold. Take her home and make her warm and com­fort­able. You must for­get all the past, for My­eer­ah has saved me from the stake.”

			Bet­ty had for­got­ten the oth­er. At her broth­er’s words she turned and saw a slen­der form. Even the wet, mud-stained and ragged In­di­an cos­tume failed to hide the grace of that fig­ure. She saw a beau­ti­ful face, as white as her own, and dark eyes full of un­shed tears.

			“The Ea­gle is free,” said the In­di­an girl in her low, mu­si­cal voice.

			“You have brought him home to us. Come,” said Bet­ty, tak­ing the hand of the trem­bling maid­en.

			The set­tlers crowd­ed round Isaac and greet­ed him warm­ly while they plied him with in­nu­mer­able ques­tions. Was he free? Who was the In­di­an girl? Had he run off with her? Were the In­di­ans pre­par­ing for war?

			On the way to the Colonel’s house Isaac told briefly of his es­cape from the Wyan­dots, of his cap­ture by Corn­planter, and of his res­cue. He al­so men­tioned the prepa­ra­tions for war he had seen in Corn­planter’s camp, and Gir­ty’s sto­ry of Col. Craw­ford’s death.

			“How does it come that you have the In­di­an girl with you?” asked Col. Zane as they left the cu­ri­ous set­tlers and en­tered the house.

			“I am go­ing to mar­ry My­eer­ah and I brought her with me for that pur­pose. When we are mar­ried I will go back to the Wyan­dots and live with them un­til peace is de­clared.”

			“Humph! Will it be de­clared?”

			“My­eer­ah has promised it, and I be­lieve she can bring it about, es­pe­cial­ly if I mar­ry her. Peace with the Hurons may help to bring about peace with the Shawnees. I shall nev­er cease to work for that end; but even if peace can­not be se­cured, my du­ty still is to My­eer­ah. She saved me from a most hor­ri­ble death.”

			“If your mar­riage with this In­di­an girl will se­cure the friend­ly of­fices of that grim old war­rior Tarhe, it is far more than fight­ing will ev­er do. I do not want you to go back. Would we ev­er see you again?”

			“Oh, yes, of­ten I hope. You see, if I mar­ry My­eer­ah the Hurons will al­low me ev­ery lib­er­ty.”

			“Well, that puts a dif­fer­ent light on the sub­ject.”

			“Oh, how I wish you and Jonathan could have seen Thun­der­cloud and his two hun­dred war­riors ride in­to Corn­planter’s camp. It was mag­nif­i­cent! The braves were all crowd­ed near the stake where I was bound. The fire had been light­ed. Sud­den­ly the si­lence was shat­tered by an aw­ful yell. It was Thun­der­cloud’s yell. I knew it be­cause I had heard it be­fore, and any­one who had once heard that yell could nev­er for­get it. In what seemed an in­cred­i­bly short time Thun­der­cloud’s war­riors were lined up in the mid­dle of the camp. The sur­prise was so com­plete that, had it been nec­es­sary, they could have rid­den Corn­planter’s braves down, killed many, rout­ed the oth­ers, and burned the vil­lage. Corn­planter will not get over that sur­prise in many a moon.”

			Bet­ty had al­ways hat­ed the very men­tion of the In­di­an girl who had been the cause of her broth­er’s long ab­sence from home. But she was so hap­py in the knowl­edge of his re­turn that she felt that it was in her pow­er to for­give much; more­over, the white, weary face of the In­di­an maid­en touched Bet­ty’s warm heart. With her quick in­tu­ition she had di­vined that this was even a greater tri­al for My­eer­ah. Un­doubt­ed­ly the In­di­an girl feared the scorn of her lover’s peo­ple. She showed it in her trem­bling hands, in her fear­ful glances.

			Find­ing that My­eer­ah could speak and un­der­stand Eng­lish, Bet­ty be­came more in­ter­est­ed in her charge ev­ery mo­ment. She set about to make My­eer­ah com­fort­able, and while she re­moved the wet and stained gar­ments she talked all the time. She told her how hap­py she was that Isaac was alive and well. She said My­eer­ah’s hero­ism in sav­ing him should atone for all the past, and that Isaac’s fam­i­ly would wel­come her in his home.

			Grad­u­al­ly My­eer­ah’s ag­i­ta­tion sub­sid­ed un­der Bet­ty’s sweet gra­cious­ness, and by the time Bet­ty had dressed her in a white gown, had brushed the dark hair and added a bright rib­bon to the sim­ple toi­let, My­eer­ah had so far for­got­ten her fears as to take a shy plea­sure in the pic­ture of her­self in the mir­ror. As for Bet­ty, she gave vent to a lit­tle cry of de­light.

			“Oh, you are per­fect­ly love­ly,” cried Bet­ty. “In that gown no one would know you as a Wyan­dot princess.”

			“My­eer­ah’s moth­er was a white wom­an.”

			“I have heard your sto­ry, My­eer­ah, and it is won­der­ful. You must tell me all about your life with the In­di­ans. You speak my lan­guage al­most as well as I do. Who taught you?”

			“My­eer­ah learned to talk with the White Ea­gle. She can speak French with the Coureurs-des-bois.”

			“That’s more than I can do, My­eer­ah. And I had a French teach­er,” said Bet­ty, laugh­ing.

			“Hel­lo, up there,” came Isaac’s voice from be­low.

			“Come up, Isaac,” called Bet­ty.

			“Is this my In­di­an sweet­heart?” ex­claimed Isaac, stop­ping at the door. “Bet­ty, isn’t she—”

			“Yes,” an­swered Bet­ty, “she is sim­ply beau­ti­ful.”

			“Come, My­eer­ah, we must go down to sup­per,” said Isaac, tak­ing her in his arms and kiss­ing her. “Now you must not be afraid, nor mind be­ing looked at.”

			“Ev­ery­one will be kind to you,” said Bet­ty, tak­ing her hand. My­eer­ah had slipped from Isaac’s arm and hes­i­tat­ed and hung back. “Come,” con­tin­ued Bet­ty, “I will stay with you, and you need not talk if you do not wish.”

			Thus re­as­sured My­eer­ah al­lowed Bet­ty to lead her down­stairs. Isaac had gone ahead and was wait­ing at the door.

			The big room was bril­liant­ly light­ed with pine knots. Mrs. Zane was ar­rang­ing the dish­es on the ta­ble. Old Sam and An­nie were hur­ry­ing to and fro from the kitchen. Col. Zane had just come up the cel­lar stairs car­ry­ing a mouldy look­ing cask. From its ap­pear­ance it might have been a pow­der keg, but the mer­ry twin­kle in the Colonel’s eyes showed that the cask con­tained some­thing as pre­cious, per­haps, as pow­der, but not quite so dan­ger­ous. It was a cask of wine over thir­ty years old. With Col. Zane’s oth­er ef­fects it had stood the test of the long wag­on train jour­ney over the Vir­ginia moun­tains, and of the raft ride down the Ohio. Col. Zane thought the feast he had ar­ranged for Isaac would be a fit­ting oc­ca­sion for the break­ing of the cask.

			Ma­jor Mc­Cul­lough, Capt. Bog­gs and Hugh Ben­net had been in­vit­ed. Wet­zel had been per­suad­ed to come. Bet­ty’s friends Ly­dia and Al­ice were there.

			As Isaac, with an air of pride, led the two girls in­to the room Old Sam saw them and he ex­claimed, “For de Lawd’s sakes, Marsh Zane, dar’s two pip­pins, sure can’t tell ’em from one anud­der.”

			Bet­ty and My­eer­ah did re­sem­ble each oth­er. They were of about the same size, tall and slen­der. Bet­ty was rosy, bright-eyed and smil­ing; My­eer­ah was pale one mo­ment and red the next.

			“Friends, this is My­eer­ah, the daugh­ter of Tarhe,” said Isaac sim­ply. “We are to be mar­ried to­mor­row.”

			“Oh, why did you not tell me?” asked Bet­ty in great sur­prise. “She said noth­ing about it.”

			“You see My­eer­ah has that most ex­cel­lent trait in a wom­an—know­ing when to keep silent,” an­swered Isaac with a smile.

			The door opened at this mo­ment, ad­mit­ting Will Mar­tin and Al­fred Clarke.

			“Ev­ery­body is here now, Bessie, and I guess we may as well sit down to sup­per,” said Col. Zane. “And, good friends, let me say that this is an oc­ca­sion for re­joic­ing. It is not so much a mar­riage that I mean. That we might have any day if Ly­dia or Bet­ty would show some of the alacrity which got a good hus­band for Al­ice. Isaac is a free man and we ex­pect his mar­riage will bring about peace with a pow­er­ful tribe of In­di­ans. To us, and par­tic­u­lar­ly to you, young peo­ple, that is a mat­ter of great im­por­tance. The friend­ship of the Hurons can­not but ex­ert an in­flu­ence on oth­er tribes. I, my­self, may live to see the day that my dream shall be re­al­ized—peace­ful and friend­ly re­la­tions with the In­di­ans, the free­dom of the soil, well-tilled farms and grow­ing set­tle­ments, and at last, the open­ing of this glo­ri­ous coun­try to the world. There­fore, let us re­joice; let ev­ery­one be hap­py; let your gayest laugh ring out, and tell your best sto­ry.”

			Bet­ty had blushed painful­ly at the en­trance of Al­fred and again at the Colonel’s re­mark. To add to her em­bar­rass­ment she found her­self seat­ed op­po­site Al­fred at the ta­ble. This was the first time he had been near her since the Sun­day at the meet­ing house, and the in­ci­dent had a sin­gu­lar ef­fect on Bet­ty. She found her­self pos­sessed, all at once, of an un­ac­count­able shy­ness, and she could not lift her eyes from her plate. But at length she man­aged to steal a glance at Al­fred. She failed to see any signs in his beam­ing face of the bro­ken spir­it of which her broth­er had hint­ed. He looked very well in­deed. He was eat­ing his din­ner like any oth­er healthy man, and talk­ing and laugh­ing with Ly­dia. This de­vel­oped an­oth­er un­ac­count­able feel­ing in Bet­ty, but this time it was re­sent­ment. Who ev­er heard of a man, who was as much in love as his let­ter said, look­ing well and en­joy­ing him­self with any oth­er than the ob­ject of his af­fec­tions? He had got over it, that was all. Just then Al­fred turned and gazed full in­to Bet­ty’s eyes. She low­ered them in­stant­ly, but not so quick­ly that she failed to see in his a re­proach.

			“You are go­ing to stay with us a while, are you not?” asked Bet­ty of Isaac.

			“No, Betts, not more than a day or so. Now, do not look so dis­tressed. I do not go back as a pris­on­er. My­eer­ah and I can of­ten come and vis­it you. But just now I want to get back and try to pre­vent the Delawares from urg­ing Tarhe to war.”

			“Isaac, I be­lieve you are do­ing the wis­est thing pos­si­ble,” said Capt. Bog­gs. “And when I look at your bride-to-be I con­fess I do not see how you re­mained sin­gle so long.”

			“That’s so, Cap­tain,” an­swered Isaac. “But you see, I have nev­er been sat­is­fied or con­tent­ed in cap­tiv­i­ty. I want­ed noth­ing but to be free.”

			“In oth­er words, you were blind,” re­marked Al­fred, smil­ing at Isaac.

			“Yes, Al­fred, was. And I imag­ine had you been in my place you would have dis­cov­ered the beau­ty and virtue of my Princess long be­fore I did. Nev­er­the­less, please do not fa­vor My­eer­ah with so many ad­mir­ing glances. She is not used to it. And that re­minds me that I must ex­pect trou­ble to­mor­row. All you fel­lows will want to kiss her.”

			“And Bet­ty is go­ing to be maid of hon­or. She, too, will have her trou­bles,” re­marked Col. Zane.

			“Think of that, Al­fred,” said Isaac. “A chance to kiss the two pret­ti­est girls on the bor­der—a chance of a life­time.”

			“It is cus­tom­ary, is it not?” said Al­fred cool­ly.

			“Yes, it’s a cus­tom, if you can catch the girl,” an­swered Col. Zane.

			Bet­ty’s face flushed at Al­fred’s cool as­sump­tion. How dared he? In spite of her will she could not re­sist the pow­er that com­pelled her to look at him. As plain­ly as if it were writ­ten there, she saw in his steady blue eyes the light of a mem­o­ry—the mem­o­ry of a kiss. And Bet­ty dropped her head, her face burn­ing, her heart on fire with shame, and love, and re­gret.

			“It’ll be a good chance for me, too,” said Wet­zel. His re­mark in­stant­ly turned at­ten­tion to him­self.

			“The idea is ab­surd,” said Isaac. “Why, Lew Wet­zel, you could not be made to kiss any girl.”

			“I would not be back­ward about it,” said Col. Zane.

			“You have for­got­ten the fuss you made when the boys were kiss­ing me,” said Mrs. Zane with a fine scorn.

			“My dear,” said Col. Zane, in an ag­grieved tone, “I did not make so much of a fuss, as you call it, un­til they had kissed you a great many times more than was rea­son­able.”

			“Isaac, tell us one thing more,” said Capt. Bog­gs. “How did My­eer­ah learn of your cap­ture by Corn­planter? Sure­ly she could not have trailed you?”

			“Will you tell us?” said Isaac to My­eer­ah.

			“A bird sang it to me,” an­swered My­eer­ah.

			“She will nev­er tell, that is cer­tain,” said Isaac. “And for that rea­son I be­lieve Si­mon Gir­ty got word to her that I was in the hands of Corn­planter. At the last mo­ment when the In­di­ans were lash­ing me to the stake Gir­ty came to me and said he must have been too late.”

			“Yes, Gir­ty might have done that,” said Col. Zane. “I sup­pose, though, he dared not in­ter­fere in be­half of poor Craw­ford.”

			“Isaac, Can you get My­eer­ah to talk? I love to hear her speak,” said Bet­ty, in an aside.

			“My­eer­ah, will you sing a Huron love song?” said Isaac. “Or, if you do not wish to sing, tell a sto­ry. I want them to know how well you can speak our lan­guage.”

			“What shall My­eer­ah say?” she said, shy­ly.

			“Tell them the leg­end of the Stand­ing Stone.”

			“A beau­ti­ful In­di­an girl once dwelt in the pine forests,” be­gan My­eer­ah, with her eyes cast down and her hand seek­ing Isaac’s. “Her voice was like rip­pling wa­ters, her beau­ty like the ris­ing sun. From near and from far came war­riors to see the fair face of this maid­en. She smiled on them all and they called her Smil­ing Moon. Now there lived on the Great Lake a Wyan­dot chief. He was young and bold. No war­rior was as great as Tarhe. Smil­ing Moon cast a spell on his heart. He came many times to woo her and make her his wife. But Smil­ing Moon said: ‘Go, do great deeds, and come again.’

			“Tarhe searched the east and the west. He brought her strange gifts from strange lands. She said: ‘Go and slay my en­e­mies.’ Tarhe went forth in his war paint and killed the braves who named her Smil­ing Moon. He came again to her and she said: ‘Run swifter than the deer, be more cun­ning than the beaver, dive deep­er than the loon.’

			“Tarhe passed once more to the is­land where dwelt Smil­ing Moon. The ice was thick, the snow was deep. Smil­ing Moon turned not from her warm fire as she said: ‘The chief is a great war­rior, but Smil­ing Moon is not eas­i­ly won. It is cold. Change win­ter in­to sum­mer and then Smil­ing Moon will love him.’

			“Tarhe cried in a loud voice to the Great Spir­it: ‘Make me a mas­ter.’

			“A voice out of the for­est an­swered: ‘Tarhe, great war­rior, wise chief, waste not thy time, go back to thy wig­wam.’

			“Tarhe un­heed­ing cried: ‘Tarhe wins or dies. Make him a mas­ter so that he may drive the ice north­ward.’

			“Stormed the wild tem­pest; thun­dered the rivers of ice; chill blew the north wind, the cold north­west wind, against the mild south wind; snow-spir­its and hail-spir­its fled be­fore the warm rain­drops; the white moun­tains melt­ed, and lo! it was sum­mer.

			“On the moun­tain top Tarhe wait­ed for his bride. Nev­er weary­ing, ev­er faith­ful he watched many years. There he turned to stone. There he stands to­day, the Stand­ing Stone of ages. And Smil­ing Moon, changed by the Great Spir­it in­to the Night Wind, for­ev­er wails her lament at dusk through the for­est trees, and moans over the moun­tain tops.”

			My­eer­ah’s sto­ry elicit­ed cheers and prais­es from all. She was en­treat­ed to tell an­oth­er, but smil­ing­ly shook her head. Now that her shy­ness had worn off to some ex­tent she took great in­ter­est in the jest and the gen­er­al con­ver­sa­tion.

			Col. Zane’s fine old wine flowed like wa­ter. The cus­tom was to fill a guest’s cup as soon as it was emp­ty. Drink­ing much was rather en­cour­aged than oth­er­wise. But Col. Zane nev­er al­lowed this cus­tom to go too far in his house.

			“Friends, the hour grows late,” he said. “To­mor­row, af­ter the great event, we shall have games, shoot­ing match­es, run­ning races, and con­tests of all kinds. Capt. Bog­gs and I have ar­ranged to give prizes, and I ex­pect the girls can give some­thing to lend a zest to the com­pe­ti­tion.”

			“Will the girls have a chance in these races?” asked Isaac. “If so, I should like to see Bet­ty and My­eer­ah run.”

			“Bet­ty can out­run any wom­an, red or white, on the bor­der,” said Wet­zel. “And she could make some of the men run their lev­el best.”

			“Well, per­haps we shall give her one op­por­tu­ni­ty to­mor­row,” ob­served the Colonel. “She used to be good at run­ning, but it seems to me that of late she has tak­en to books and—”

			“Oh, Eb! that is un­true,” in­ter­rupt­ed Bet­ty.

			Col. Zane laughed and pat­ted his sis­ter’s cheek. “Nev­er mind, Bet­ty,” and then, ris­ing, he con­tin­ued, “Now let us drink to the bride and groom-to-be. Capt. Bog­gs, I call on you.”

			“We drink to the bride’s fair beau­ty; we drink to the groom’s good luck,” said Capt. Bog­gs, rais­ing his cup.

			“Do not for­get the maid of hon­or,” said Isaac.

			“Yes, and the maid of hon­or. Mr. Clarke, will you say some­thing ap­pro­pri­ate?” asked Col. Zane.

			Ris­ing, Clarke said: “I would be glad to speak fit­ting­ly on this oc­ca­sion, but I do not think I can do it jus­tice. I be­lieve as Col. Zane does, that this In­di­an Princess is the first link in that chain of peace which will some day unite the red men and the white men. In­stead of the White Crane she should be called the White Dove. Gen­tle­men, rise and drink to her long life and hap­pi­ness.”

			The toast was drunk. Then Clarke re­filled his cup and hold­ing it high over his head he looked at Bet­ty.

			“Gen­tle­men, to the maid of hon­or. Miss Zane, your health, your hap­pi­ness, in this good old wine.”

			“I thank you,” mur­mured Bet­ty with down­cast eyes. “I bid you all good­night. Come, My­eer­ah.”

			Once more alone with Bet­ty, the In­di­an girl turned to her with eyes like twin stars.

			“My sis­ter has made me very hap­py,” whis­pered My­eer­ah in her soft, low voice. “My­eer­ah’s heart is full.”

			“I be­lieve you are hap­py, for I know you love Isaac dear­ly.”

			“My­eer­ah has al­ways loved him. She will love his sis­ter.”

			“And I will love you,” said Bet­ty. “I will love you be­cause you have saved him. Ah! My­eer­ah, yours has been a won­der­ful, won­der­ful love.”

			“My sis­ter is loved,” whis­pered My­eer­ah. “My­eer­ah saw the look in the eyes of the great hunter. It was the sad light of the moon on the wa­ter. He loves you. And the oth­er looked at my sis­ter with eyes like the blue of north­ern skies. He, too, loves you.”

			“Hush!” whis­pered Bet­ty, trem­bling and hid­ing her face. “Hush! My­eer­ah, do not speak of him.”

		
	
		
			XI

			The fol­low­ing af­ter­noon the sun shone fair and warm; the sweet smell of the tan­bark per­vad­ed the air; and the birds sang their glad­some songs. The scene be­fore the grim, bat­tle-scarred old fort was not with­out its pic­turesque­ness. The low vine-cov­ered cab­ins on the hill­side looked more like pic­ture hous­es than like re­al habi­ta­tions of men; the mill with its burned-out roofa re­minder of the In­di­ans—and its great wheel, now silent and still, might have been from its lone­ly and di­lap­i­dat­ed ap­pear­ance a hun­dred years old.

			On a lit­tle knoll car­pet­ed with vel­vety grass sat Isaac and his In­di­an bride. He had se­lect­ed this van­tage point be­cause it af­ford­ed a fine view of the green square where the races and the match­es were to take place. Ad­mir­ing wom­en stood around him and gazed at his wife. They gos­siped in whis­pers about her white skin, her lit­tle hands, her beau­ty. The girls stared with wide open and won­der­ing eyes. The young­sters ran round and round the lit­tle group; they pushed each oth­er over, and rolled in the long grass, and screamed with de­light.

			It was to be a gala oc­ca­sion and ev­ery man, wom­an and child in the set­tle­ment had as­sem­bled on the green. Col. Zane and Sam were plant­ing a post in the cen­ter of the square. It was to be used in the shoot­ing match­es. Capt. Bog­gs and Ma­jor Mc­Col­loch were ar­rang­ing the con­tes­tants in or­der. Jonathan Zane, Will Mar­tin, Al­fred Clarke—all the young men were care­ful­ly charg­ing and prim­ing their ri­fles. Bet­ty was sit­ting on the black stal­lion which Col. Zane had gen­er­ous­ly of­fered as first prize. She was in the gayest of moods and had just coaxed Isaac to lift her on the tall horse, from which height she pur­posed watch­ing the sports. Wet­zel alone did not seem in­fect­ed by the spir­it of glad­some­ness which per­vad­ed. He stood apart lean­ing on his long ri­fle and tak­ing no in­ter­est in the pro­ceed­ings be­hind him. He was ab­sorbed in con­tem­plat­ing the for­est on the op­po­site shore of the riv­er.

			“Well, boys, I guess we are ready for the fun,” called Col. Zane, cheer­i­ly. “On­ly one shot apiece, mind you, ex­cept in case of a tie. Now, ev­ery­body shoot his best.”

			The first con­test was a shoot­ing match known as “driv­ing the nail.” It was as the name in­di­cat­ed, noth­ing less than shoot­ing at the head of a nail. In the ab­sence of a nail—for nails were scarce—one was usu­al­ly fash­ioned from a knife blade, or an old file, or even a piece of sil­ver. The nail was driv­en light­ly in­to the stake, the con­tes­tants shot at it from a dis­tance as great as the eye­sight per­mit­ted. To drive the nail hard and fast in­to the wood at one hun­dred yards was a feat sel­dom ac­com­plished. By many hunters it was deemed more dif­fi­cult than “snuff­ing the can­dle,” an­oth­er bor­der pas­time, which con­sist­ed of plac­ing in the dark at any dis­tance a light­ed can­dle, and then putting out the flame with a sin­gle ri­fle ball. Many set­tlers, par­tic­u­lar­ly those who han­dled the plow more than the ri­fle, sight­ed from a rest, and placed a piece of moss un­der the ri­fle bar­rel to pre­vent its spring at the dis­charge.

			The match be­gan. Of the first six shoot­ers Jonathan Zane and Al­fred Clarke scored the best shots. Each placed a bul­let in the half-inch cir­cle round the nail.

			“Al­fred, very good, in­deed,” said Col. Zane. “You have made a de­cid­ed im­prove­ment since the last shoot­ing match.”

			Six oth­er set­tlers took their turns. All were un­suc­cess­ful in get­ting a shot in­side the lit­tle cir­cle. Thus a tie be­tween Al­fred and Jonathan had to be de­cid­ed.

			“Shoot close, Al­fred,” yelled Isaac. “I hope you beat him. He al­ways won from me and then crowed over it.”

			Al­fred’s sec­ond shot went wide of the mark, and as Jonathan placed an­oth­er bul­let in the cir­cle, this time near­er the cen­ter, Al­fred had to ac­knowl­edge de­feat.

			“Here comes Miller,” said Silas Zane. “Per­haps he will want a try.”

			Col. Zane looked round. Miller had joined the par­ty. He car­ried his ri­fle and ac­cou­trements, and ev­i­dent­ly had just re­turned to the set­tle­ment. He nod­ded pleas­ant­ly to all.

			“Miller, will you take a shot for the first prize, which I was about to award to Jonathan?” said Col. Zane.

			“No. I am a lit­tle late, and not en­ti­tled to a shot. I will take a try for the oth­ers,” an­swered Miller.

			At the ar­rival of Miller on the scene Wet­zel had changed his po­si­tion to one near­er the crowd. The dog, Tige, trot­ted close­ly at his heels. No one heard Tige’s low growl or Wet­zel’s stern word to si­lence him. Throw­ing his arm over Bet­ty’s pony, Wet­zel ap­par­ent­ly watched the shoot­ers. In re­al­i­ty he stud­ied in­tent­ly Miller’s ev­ery move­ment.

			“I ex­pect some good shoot­ing for this prize,” said Col. Zane, wav­ing a beau­ti­ful­ly em­broi­dered buck­skin bul­let pouch, which was one of Bet­ty’s do­na­tions.

			Jonathan hav­ing won his prize was out of the lists and could com­pete no more. This en­ti­tled Al­fred to the first shot for sec­ond prize. He felt he would give any­thing he pos­sessed to win the dain­ty tri­fle which the Colonel had waved aloft. Twice he raised his ri­fle in his ex­ceed­ing earnest­ness to score a good shot and each time low­ered the bar­rel. When fi­nal­ly he did shoot the bul­let em­bed­ded it­self in the sec­ond cir­cle. It was a good shot, but he knew it would nev­er win that prize.

			“A lit­tle ner­vous, eh?” re­marked Miller, with a half sneer on his swarthy face.

			Sev­er­al young set­tlers fol­lowed in suc­ces­sion, but their aims were poor. Then lit­tle Har­ry Ben­net took his stand. Har­ry had won many prizes in for­mer match­es, and many of the pi­o­neers con­sid­ered him one of the best shots in the coun­try.

			“On­ly a few more af­ter you, Har­ry,” said Col. Zane. “You have a good chance.”

			“All right, Colonel. That’s Bet­ty’s prize and some­body’ll have to do some mighty tall shootin’ to beat me,” said the lad, his blue eyes flash­ing as he toed the mark.

			Shouts and cheers of ap­proval greet­ed his at­tempt. The bul­let had passed in­to the wood so close to the nail that a knife blade could not have been in­sert­ed be­tween.

			Miller’s turn came next. He was a fine marks­man and he knew it. With the con­fi­dence born of long ex­pe­ri­ence and knowl­edge of his weapon, he took a care­ful though quick aim and fired. He turned away sat­is­fied that he would car­ry off the cov­et­ed prize. He had nicked the nail.

			But Miller reck­oned with­out his host. Bet­ty had seen the re­sult of his shot and the self-sat­is­fied smile on his face. She watched sev­er­al of the set­tlers make poor at­tempts at the nail, and then, con­vinced that not one of the oth­er con­tes­tants could do so well as Miller, she slipped off the horse and ran around to where Wet­zel was stand­ing by her pony.

			“Lew, I be­lieve Miller will win my prize,” she whis­pered, plac­ing her hand on the hunter’s arm. “He has scratched the nail, and I am sure no one ex­cept you can do bet­ter. I do not want Miller to have any­thing of mine.”

			“And, lit­tle girl, you want me to shoot fer you,” said Lewis.

			“Yes, Lew, please come and shoot for me.”

			It was said of Wet­zel that he nev­er wast­ed pow­der. He nev­er en­tered in­to the races and shoot­ing match­es of the set­tlers, yet it was well known that he was the fleetest run­ner and the most unerring shot on the fron­tier. There­fore, it was with sur­prise and plea­sure that Col. Zane heard the hunter say he guessed he would like one shot any­way.

			Miller looked on with a grim smile. He knew that, Wet­zel or no Wet­zel, it would take a re­mark­ably clever shot to beat his.

			“This shot’s for Bet­ty,” said Wet­zel as he stepped to the mark. He fas­tened his keen eyes on the stake. At that dis­tance the head of the nail looked like a tiny black speck. Wet­zel took one of the locks of hair that waved over his broad shoul­ders and held it up in front of his eyes a mo­ment. He thus as­cer­tained that there was not any per­cep­ti­ble breeze. The long black bar­rel start­ed slow­ly to rise—it seemed to the in­ter­est­ed on­look­ers that it would nev­er reach a lev­el—and when, at last, it be­came rigid, there was a sin­gle sec­ond in which man and ri­fle ap­peared as if carved out of stone. Then fol­lowed a burst of red flame, a puff of white smoke, a clear ring­ing re­port.

			Many thought the hunter had missed al­to­geth­er. It seemed that the nail had not changed its po­si­tion; there was no bul­let hole in the white lime wash that had been smeared round the nail. But on close in­spec­tion the nail was found to have been driv­en to its head in the wood.

			“A won­der­ful shot!” ex­claimed Col. Zane. “Lewis, I don’t re­mem­ber hav­ing seen the like more than once or twice in my life.”

			Wet­zel made no an­swer. He moved away to his for­mer po­si­tion and com­menced to reload his ri­fle. Bet­ty came run­ning up to him, hold­ing in her hand the prize bul­let pouch.

			“Oh, Lew, if I dared I would kiss you. It pleas­es me more for you to have won my prize than if any­one else had won it. And it was the finest, straight­est shot ev­er made.”

			“Bet­ty, it’s a lit­tle fan­cy for red­skins, but it’ll be a keep­sake,” an­swered Lewis, his eyes re­flect­ing the bright smile on her face.

			Friend­ly ri­val­ry in feats that called for strength, speed and dar­ing was the di­ver­sion of the youth of that pe­ri­od, and the pi­o­neers con­duct­ed this good-na­tured but spir­it­ed sport strict­ly on its mer­its. Each con­tes­tant strove his ut­most to out­do his op­po­nent. It was hard­ly to be ex­pect­ed that Al­fred would car­ry off any of the lau­rels. Used as he had been to com­par­a­tive idle­ness he was no match for the hardy lads who had been brought up and trained to a life of ac­tion, where­in a ten mile walk be­hind a plow, or a cord of wood chopped in a day, were tri­fles. Al­fred lost in the foot race and the sack race, but by dint of ex­ert­ing him­self to the lim­it of his strength, he did man­age to take one fall out of the best wrestler. He was con­tent to stop here, and, throw­ing him­self on the grass, en­deav­ored to re­cov­er his breath. He felt hap­pi­er to­day than for some time past. Twice dur­ing the af­ter­noon he had met Bet­ty’s eyes and the look he en­coun­tered there made his heart stir with a strange feel­ing of fear and hope. While he was ru­mi­nat­ing on what had hap­pened be­tween Bet­ty and him­self he al­lowed his eyes to wan­der from one per­son to an­oth­er. When his gaze alight­ed on Wet­zel it be­came riv­et­ed there. The hunter’s at­ti­tude struck him as sin­gu­lar. Wet­zel had his face half turned to­ward the boys romp­ing near him and he leaned care­less­ly against a white oak tree. But a close ob­serv­er would have seen, as Al­fred did, that there was a cer­tain alert­ness in that rigid and mo­tion­less fig­ure. Wet­zel’s eyes were fixed on the west­ern end of the is­land. Al­most in­vol­un­tar­i­ly Al­fred’s eyes sought the same di­rec­tion. The west­ern end of the is­land ran out in­to a long low point cov­ered with bri­ars, rush­es and saw­grass. As Al­fred di­rect­ed his gaze along the wa­ter line of this point he dis­tinct­ly saw a dark form flit from one bush to an­oth­er. He was pos­i­tive he had not been mis­tak­en. He got up slow­ly and un­con­cerned­ly, and strolled over to Wet­zel.

			“Wet­zel, I saw an ob­ject just now,” he said in a low tone. “It was mov­ing be­hind those bush­es at the head of the is­land. I am not sure whether it was an an­i­mal or an In­di­an.”

			“In­juns. Go back and be natur’l like. Don’t say noth­in’ and watch Miller,” whis­pered Wet­zel.

			Much per­turbed by the de­vel­op­ments of the last few mo­ments, and won­der­ing what was go­ing to hap­pen, Al­fred turned away. He had scarce­ly reached the oth­ers when he heard Bet­ty’s voice raised in in­dig­nant protest.

			“I tell you I did swim my pony across the riv­er,” cried Bet­ty. “It was just even with that point and the riv­er was high­er than it is now.”

			“You prob­a­bly over­es­ti­mat­ed your feat,” said Miller, with his dis­agree­able, doubt­ful smile. “I have seen the riv­er so low that it could be wad­ed, and then it would be a very easy mat­ter to cross. But now your pony could not swim half the dis­tance.”

			“I’ll show you,” an­swered Bet­ty, her black eyes flash­ing. She put her foot in the stir­rup and leaped on Mad­cap.

			“Now, Bet­ty, don’t try that fool­ish ride again,” im­plored Mrs. Zane. “What do you care whether strangers be­lieve or not? Eb, make her come back.”

			Col. Zane on­ly laughed and made no at­tempt to de­tain Bet­ty. He rather in­dulged her caprices.

			“Stop her!” cried Clarke.

			“Bet­ty, where are you goin’?” said Wet­zel, grab­bing at Mad­cap’s bri­dle. But Bet­ty was too quick for him. She avoid­ed the hunter, and with a saucy laugh she wheeled the fiery lit­tle pony and urged her over the bank. Al­most be­fore any­one could di­vine her pur­pose she had Mad­cap in the wa­ter up to her knees.

			“Bet­ty, stop!” cried Wet­zel.

			She paid no at­ten­tion to his call. In an­oth­er mo­ment the pony would be off the shoal and swim­ming.

			“Stop! Turn back, Bet­ty, or I’ll shoot the pony,” shout­ed Wet­zel, and this time there was a ring of dead­ly earnest­ness in his voice. With the words he had cocked and thrown for­ward the long ri­fle.

			Bet­ty heard, and in alarm she turned her pony. She looked up with great sur­prise and con­cern, for she knew Wet­zel was not one to tri­fle.

			“For God’s sake!” ex­claimed Colonel Zane, look­ing in amaze­ment at the hunter’s face, which was now white and stern.

			“Why, Lew, you do not mean you would shoot Mad­cap?” said Bet­ty, re­proach­ful­ly, as she reached the shore.

			All present in that watch­ing crowd were silent, await­ing the hunter’s an­swer. They felt that mys­te­ri­ous pow­er which por­tends the rev­e­la­tion of strange events. Col. Zane and Jonathan knew the in­stant they saw Wet­zel that some­thing ex­tra­or­di­nary was com­ing. His face had grown cold and gray; his lips were tight­ly com­pressed; his eyes di­lat­ed and shone with a pe­cu­liar lus­tre.

			“Where were you headin’ your pony?” asked Wet­zel.

			“I want­ed to reach that point where the wa­ter is shal­low,” an­swered Bet­ty.

			“That’s what I thought. Well, Bet­ty, hos­tile In­juns are hidin’ and wait­in’ fer you in them high rush­es right where you were makin’ fer,” said Wet­zel. Then he shoul­dered his ri­fle and walked rapid­ly away.

			“Oh, he can­not be se­ri­ous!” cried Bet­ty. “Oh, how fool­ish I am.”

			“Get back up from the riv­er, ev­ery­body,” com­mand­ed Col. Zane.

			“Col. Zane,” said Clarke, walk­ing be­side the Colonel up the bank, “I saw Wet­zel watch­ing the is­land in a man­ner that I thought odd, un­der the cir­cum­stances, and I watched too. Present­ly I saw a dark form dart be­hind a bush. I went over and told Wet­zel, and he said there were In­di­ans on the is­land.”

			“This is most d——n strange,” said Col. Zane, frown­ing heav­i­ly. “Wet­zel’s sus­pi­cions, Miller turns up, teas­es Bet­ty at­tempt­ing that fool­hardy trick, and then—In­di­ans! It may be a co­in­ci­dence, but it looks bad.”

			“Col. Zane, don’t you think Wet­zel may be mis­tak­en?” said Miller, com­ing up. “I came over from the oth­er side this morn­ing and I did not see any In­di­an sign. Prob­a­bly Wet­zel has caused need­less ex­cite­ment.”

			“It does not fol­low that be­cause you came from over the riv­er there are no In­di­ans there,” an­swered Col. Zane, sharply. “Do you pre­sume to crit­i­cize Wet­zel’s judg­ment?”

			“I saw an In­di­an!” cried Clarke, fac­ing Miller with blaz­ing eyes. “And if you say I did not, you lie! What is more, I be­lieve you know more than any­one else about it. I watched you. I saw you were un­easy and that you looked across the riv­er from time to time. Per­haps you had bet­ter ex­plain to Col. Zane the rea­son you taunt­ed his sis­ter in­to at­tempt­ing that ride.”

			With a snarl more like that of a tiger than of a hu­man be­ing, Miller sprang at Clarke. His face was dark with ma­lig­nant ha­tred, as he reached for and drew an ug­ly knife. There were cries of fright from the chil­dren and screams from the wom­en. Al­fred stepped aside with the won­der­ful quick­ness of the trained box­er and shot out his right arm. His fist caught Miller a hard blow on the head, knock­ing him down and send­ing the knife fly­ing in the air.

			It had all hap­pened so quick­ly that ev­ery­one was as if par­a­lyzed. The set­tlers stood still and watched Miller rise slow­ly to his feet.

			“Give me my knife!” he cried hoarse­ly. The knife had fall­en at the feet of Ma­jor Mc­Col­loch, who had con­cealed it with his foot.

			“Let this end right here,” or­dered Col. Zane. “Clarke, you have made a very strong state­ment. Have you any­thing to sub­stan­ti­ate your words?”

			“I think I have,” said Clarke. He was stand­ing erect, his face white and his eyes like blue steel. “I knew him at Ft. Pitt. He was a liar and a drunk­ard there. He was a friend of the In­di­ans and of the British. What he was there he must be here. It was Wet­zel who told me to watch him. Wet­zel and I both think he knew the In­di­ans were on the is­land.”

			“Col. Zane, it is false,” said Miller, huski­ly. “He is try­ing to put you against me. He hates me be­cause your sis­ter—”

			“You cur!” cried Clarke, strik­ing at Miller. Col. Zane struck up the in­fu­ri­at­ed young man’s arm.

			“Give us knives, or any­thing,” pant­ed Clarke.

			“Yes, let us fight it out now,” said Miller.

			“Capt. Bog­gs, take Clarke to the block­house. Make him stay there if you have to lock him up,” com­mand­ed Col. Zane. “Miller, as for you, I can­not con­demn you with­out proof. If I knew pos­i­tive­ly that there were In­di­ans on the is­land and that you were aware of it, you would be a dead man in less time than it takes to say it. I will give you the ben­e­fit of the doubt and twen­ty-four hours to leave the Fort.”

			The vil­lagers dis­persed and went to their homes. They were in­clined to take Clarke’s side. Miller had be­come dis­liked. His drink­ing habits and his ar­ro­gant and bold man­ner had slow­ly un­der­mined the friend­ships he had made dur­ing the ear­ly part of his stay at Ft. Hen­ry; while Clarke’s good hu­mor and will­ing­ness to help any­one, his gen­tle­ness with the chil­dren, and his sev­er­al acts of hero­ism had strength­ened their re­gard.

			“Jonathan, this looks like some of Gir­ty’s work. I wish I knew the truth,” said Col. Zane, as he, his broth­ers and Bet­ty and My­eer­ah en­tered the house. “Con­found it! We can’t have even one af­ter­noon of en­joy­ment. I must see Lewis. I can­not be sure of Clarke. He is ev­i­dent­ly bit­ter against Miller. That would have been a ter­ri­ble fight. Those fel­lows have had trou­ble be­fore, and I am afraid we have not seen the last of their quar­rel.”

			“If they meet again—but how can you keep them apart?” said Silas. “If Miller leaves the Fort with­out killing Clarke he’ll hide around in the woods and wait for a chance to shoot him.”

			“Not with Wet­zel here,” an­swered Col. Zane. “Bet­ty, do you see what your—” he be­gan, turn­ing to his sis­ter, but when he saw her white and mis­er­able face he said no more.

			“Don’t mind, Betts. It wasn’t any fault of yours,” said Isaac, putting his arm ten­der­ly round the trem­bling girl. “I for an­oth­er be­lieve Clarke was right when he said Miller knew there were In­di­ans over the riv­er. It looks like a plot to abduct you. Have no fear for Al­fred. He can take care of him­self. He showed that pret­ty well.”

			An hour lat­er Clarke had fin­ished his sup­per and was sit­ting by his win­dow smok­ing his pipe. His anger had cooled some­what and his re­flec­tions were not of the pleas­an­test kind. He re­gret­ted that he low­ered him­self so far as to fight with a man lit­tle bet­ter than an out­law. Still there was a grim sat­is­fac­tion in the thought of the blow he had giv­en Miller. He re­mem­bered he had asked for a knife and that his en­e­my and he be per­mit­ted to fight to the death. Af­ter all to have end­ed, then and there, the feud be­tween them would have been the bet­ter course; for he well knew Miller’s des­per­ate char­ac­ter, that he had killed more than one white man, and that now a fair fight might not be pos­si­ble. Well, he thought, what did it mat­ter? He was not go­ing to wor­ry him­self. He did not care much, one way or an­oth­er. He had no home; he could not make one with­out the wom­an he loved. He was a Sol­dier of For­tune; he was at the mer­cy of Fate, and he would drift along and let what came be wel­come. A soft foot­fall on the stairs and a knock on the door in­ter­rupt­ed his thoughts.

			“Come in,” he said.

			The door opened and Wet­zel strode in­to the room.

			“I come over to say some­thin’ to you,” said the hunter, tak­ing the chair by the win­dow and plac­ing his ri­fle over his knee.

			“I will be pleased to lis­ten or talk, as you de­sire,” said Al­fred.

			“I don’t mind tellin’ you that the punch you give Miller was what he de­served. If he and Gir­ty didn’t hatch up that trick to ketch Bet­ty, I don’t know noth­in’. But we can’t prove noth­in’ on him yet. Mebbe he knew about the red­skins; mebbe he didn’t. Per­son­al­ly, I think he did. But I can’t kill a white man be­cause I think some­thin’. I’d have to know fer sure. What I want to say is to put you on your guard against the bad­dest man on the riv­er.”

			“I am aware of that,” an­swered Al­fred. “I knew his record at Ft. Pitt. What would you have me do?”

			“Keep close till he’s gone.”

			“That would be cow­ard­ly.”

			“No, it wouldn’t. He’d shoot you from be­hind some tree or cab­in.”

			“Well, I’m much obliged to you for your kind ad­vice, but for all that I won’t stay in the house,” said Al­fred, be­gin­ning to won­der at the hunter’s earnest man­ner.

			“You’re in love with Bet­ty, ain’t you?”

			The ques­tion came with Wet­zel’s usu­al blunt­ness and it stag­gered Al­fred. He could not be an­gry, and he did not know what to say. The hunter went on:

			“You needn’t say so, be­cause I know it. And I know she loves you and that’s why I want you to look out fer Miller.”

			“My God! man, you’re crazy,” said Al­fred, laugh­ing scorn­ful­ly. “She cares noth­ing for me.”

			“That’s your great failin’, young feller. You fly off’en the han­dle too easy. And so does Bet­ty. You both care fer each oth­er and are un­hap­py about it. Now, you don’t know Bet­ty, and she keeps mis­un­der­standin’ you.”

			“For Heav­en’s sake! Wet­zel, if you know any­thing tell me. Love her? Why, the words are weak! I love her so well that an hour ago I would have wel­comed death at Miller’s hands on­ly to fall and die at her feet de­fend­ing her. Your words set me on fire. What right have you to say that? How do you know?”

			The hunter leaned for­ward and put his hand on Al­fred’s shoul­der. On his pale face was that sub­lime light which comes to great souls when they give up a life long se­cret, or when they sac­ri­fice what is best beloved. His broad chest heaved: his deep voice trem­bled.

			“Lis­ten. I’m not a man fer words, and it’s hard to tell. Bet­ty loves you. I’ve car­ried her in my arms when she was a ba­by. I’ve made her toys and played with her when she was a lit­tle girl. I know all her moods. I can read her like I do the moss, and the leaves, and the bark of the for­est. I’ve loved her all my life. That’s why I know she loves you. I can feel it. Her hap­pi­ness is the on­ly dear thing left on earth fer me. And that’s why I’m your friend.”

			In the si­lence that fol­lowed his words the door opened and closed and he was gone.

			

			Bet­ty awoke with a start. She was wide awake in a sec­ond. The moon­beams came through the leaves of the maple tree near her win­dow and cast fan­tas­tic shad­ows on the wall of her room. Bet­ty lay qui­et, watch­ing the fairy-like fig­ures on the wall and lis­ten­ing in­tent­ly. What had awak­ened her? The night was still; the crow of a cock in the dis­tance pro­claimed that the hour of dawn was near at hand. She wait­ed for Tige’s bark un­der her win­dow, or Sam’s voice, or the kick­ing and tram­pling of hors­es in the barn—sounds that usu­al­ly broke her slum­bers in the morn­ing. But no such nois­es were forth­com­ing. Sud­den­ly she heard a light, quick tap, tap, and then a rat­tling in the cor­ner. It was like no sound but that made by a peb­ble strik­ing the floor, bound­ing and rolling across the room. There it was again. Some­one was toss­ing stones in at her win­dow. She slipped out of bed, ran, and leaned on the win­dow sill and looked out. The moon was go­ing down be­hind the hill, but there was light enough for her to dis­tin­guish ob­jects. She saw a dark fig­ure crouch­ing by the fence.

			“Who is it?” said Bet­ty, a lit­tle fright­ened, but more cu­ri­ous.

			“Sh-h-h, it’s Miller,” came the an­swer, spo­ken in low voice.

			The bent form straight­ened and stood erect. It stepped for­ward un­der Bet­ty’s win­dow. The light was dim, but Bet­ty rec­og­nized the dark face of Miller. He car­ried a ri­fle in his hand and a pack on his shoul­der.

			“Go away, or I’ll call my broth­er. I will not lis­ten to you,” said Bet­ty, mak­ing a move to leave the win­dow.

			“Sh-h-h, not so loud,” said Miller, in a quick, hoarse whis­per. “You’d bet­ter lis­ten. I am go­ing across the bor­der to join Gir­ty. He is go­ing to bring the In­di­ans and the British here to burn the set­tle­ment. If you will go away with me I’ll save the lives of your broth­ers and their fam­i­lies. I have aid­ed Gir­ty and I have in­flu­ence with him. If you won’t go you’ll be tak­en cap­tive and you’ll see all your friends and rel­a­tives scalped and burned. Quick, your an­swer.”

			“Nev­er, traitor! Mon­ster! I’d be burned at the stake be­fore I’d go a step with you!” cried Bet­ty.

			“Then re­mem­ber that you’ve crossed a des­per­ate man. If you es­cape the mas­sacre you will beg on your knees to me. This set­tle­ment is doomed. Now, go to your white-faced lover. You’ll find him cold. Ha! Ha! Ha!” and with a taunt­ing laugh he leaped the fence and dis­ap­peared in the gloom.

			Bet­ty sank to the floor stunned, hor­ri­fied. She shud­dered at the ma­lig­ni­ty ex­pressed in Miller’s words. How had she ev­er been de­ceived in him? He was in league with Gir­ty. At heart he was a sav­age, a rene­gade. Bet­ty went over his words, one by one.

			“Your white-faced lover. You will find him cold,” whis­pered Bet­ty. “What did he mean?”

			Then came the thought. Miller had mur­dered Clarke. Bet­ty gave one ag­o­nized quiver, as if a knife had been thrust in­to her side, and then her par­a­lyzed limbs re­cov­ered the pow­er of ac­tion. She flew out in­to the pas­sage­way and pound­ed on her broth­er’s door.

			“Eb! Eb! Get up! Quick­ly, for God’s sake!” she cried. A smoth­ered ex­cla­ma­tion, a wom­an’s quick voice, the heavy thud of feet strik­ing the floor fol­lowed Bet­ty’s alarm. Then the door opened.

			“Hel­lo, Betts, what’s up?” said Col. Zane, in his rapid voice.

			At the same mo­ment the door at the end of the hall opened and Isaac came out.

			“Eb, Bet­ty, I heard voic­es out­doors and in the house. What’s the row?”

			“Oh, Isaac! Oh, Eb! Some­thing ter­ri­ble has hap­pened!” cried Bet­ty, breath­less­ly.

			“Then it is no time to get ex­cit­ed,” said the Colonel, calm­ly. He placed his arm round Bet­ty and drew her in­to the room. “Isaac, get down the ri­fles. Now, Bet­ty, time is pre­cious. Tell me quick­ly, briefly.”

			“I was awak­ened by a stone rolling on the floor. I ran to the win­dow and saw a man by the fence. He came un­der my win­dow and I saw it was Miller. He said he was go­ing to join Gir­ty. He said if I would go with him he would save the lives of all my rel­a­tives. If I would not they would all be killed, mas­sa­cred, burned alive, and I would be tak­en away as his cap­tive. I told him I’d rather die be­fore I’d go with him. Then he said we were all doomed, and that my white-faced lover was al­ready cold. With that he gave a laugh which made my flesh creep and ran on to­ward the riv­er. Oh! he has mur­dered Mr. Clarke.”

			“Hell! What a fiend!” cried Col. Zane, hur­ried­ly get­ting in­to his clothes. “Betts, you had a gun in there. Why didn’t you shoot him? Why didn’t I pay more at­ten­tion to Wet­zel’s ad­vice?”

			“You should have al­lowed Clarke to kill him yes­ter­day,” said Isaac. “Like as not he’ll have Gir­ty here with a lot of howl­ing dev­ils. What’s to be done?”

			“I’ll send Wet­zel af­ter him and that’ll soon wind up his ball of yarn,” an­swered Col. Zane.

			“Please—go—and find—if Mr. Clarke—”

			“Yes, Bet­ty, I’ll go at once. You must not lose courage, Bet­ty. It’s quite prob­a­ble that Miller has killed Al­fred and that there’s worse to fol­low.”

			“I’ll come, Eb, as soon as I have told My­eer­ah. She is scared half to death,” said Isaac, start­ing for the door.

			“All right, on­ly hur­ry,” said Col. Zane, grab­bing his ri­fle. With­out wast­ing more words, and lac­ing up his hunt­ing shirt as he went he ran out of the room.

			The first rays of dawn came streak­ing in at the win­dow. The chill gray light brought no cheer with its her­ald of the birth of an­oth­er day. For what might the morn­ing sun dis­close? It might shine on a long line of paint­ed In­di­ans. The fresh breeze from over the riv­er might bring the long war whoop of the sav­age.

			No won­der Noah and his broth­er, awak­ened by the voice of their fa­ther, sat up in their lit­tle bed and looked about with fright­ened eyes. No won­der Mrs. Zane’s face blanched. How many times she had seen her hus­band grasp his ri­fle and run out to meet dan­ger!

			“Bessie,” said Bet­ty. “If it’s true I will not be able to bear it. It’s all my fault.”

			“Non­sense! You heard Eb say Miller and Clarke had quar­reled be­fore. They hat­ed each oth­er be­fore they ev­er saw you.”

			A door banged, quick foot­steps sound­ed on the stairs, and Isaac came rush­ing in­to the room. Bet­ty, death­ly pale, stood with her hands pressed to her bo­som, and looked at Isaac with a ques­tion in her eyes that her tongue could not speak.

			“Bet­ty, Al­fred’s bad­ly hurt, but he’s alive. I can tell you no more now,” said Isaac. “Bessie, bring your nee­dle, silk linen, lin­i­ment—ev­ery­thing you need for a bad knife wound, and come quick­ly.”

			Bet­ty’s hag­gard face changed as if some warm light had been re­flect­ed on it; her lips moved, and with a sob of thank­ful­ness she fled to her room.

			Two hours lat­er, while An­nie was serv­ing break­fast to Bet­ty and My­eer­ah, Col. Zane strode in­to the room.

			“Well, one has to eat what­ev­er hap­pens,” he said, his cloud­ed face bright­en­ing some­what. “Bet­ty, there’s been bad work, bad work. When I got to Clarke’s room I found him ly­ing on the bed with a knife stick­ing in him. As it is we are doubt­ful about pulling him through.”

			“May I see him?” whis­pered Bet­ty, with pale lips.

			“If the worst comes to the worst I’ll take you over. But it would do no good now and would sure­ly un­nerve you. He still has a fight­ing chance.”

			“Did they fight, or was Mr. Clarke stabbed in his sleep?”

			“Miller climbed in­to Clarke’s win­dow and knifed him in the dark. As I came over I met Wet­zel and told him I want­ed him to trail Miller and find if there is any truth in his threat about Gir­ty and the In­di­ans. Sam just now found Tige tied fast in the fence cor­ner back of the barn. That ex­plains the mys­tery of Miller’s get­ting so near the house. You know he al­ways took pains to make friends with Tige. The poor dog was help­less; his legs were tied and his jaws bound fast. Oh, Miller is as cun­ning as an In­di­an! He has had this all planned out, and he has had more than one ar­row to his bow. But, if I mis­take not he has shot his last one.”

			“Miller must be safe from pur­suit by this time,” said Bet­ty.

			“Safe for the present, yes,” an­swered Col. Zane, “but while Jonathan and Wet­zel live I would not give a snap of my fin­gers for Miller’s chances. Hel­lo, I hear some­one talk­ing. I sent for Jack and the Ma­jor.”

			The Colonel threw open the door. Wet­zel, Ma­jor Mc­Col­loch, Jonathan and Silas Zane were ap­proach­ing. They were all heav­i­ly armed. Wet­zel was equipped for a long chase. Dou­ble leg­gins were laced round his legs. A buck­skin knap­sack was strapped to his shoul­ders.

			“Ma­jor, I want you and Jonathan to watch the riv­er,” said Col. Zane. “Silas, you are to go to the mouth of Yel­low Creek and re­con­noi­ter. We are in for a siege. It may be twen­ty-four hours and it may be ten days. In the mean­time I will get the Fort in shape to meet the at­tack. Lewis, you have your or­ders. Have you any­thing to sug­gest?”

			“I’ll take the dog,” an­swered Wet­zel. “He’ll save time for me. I’ll stick to Miller’s trail and find Gir­ty’s forces. I’ve be­lieved all along that Miller was helpin’ Gir­ty, and I’m thinkin’ that where Miller goes there I’ll find Gir­ty and his red­skins. If it’s night when I get back I’ll give the call of the hoot-owl three times, quick, so Jack and the Ma­jor will know I want to get back acrost the riv­er.”

			“All right, Lewis, we’ll be ex­pect­ing you any time,” said Col. Zane.

			“Bet­ty, I’m goin’ now and I want to tell you some­thin’,” said Wet­zel, as Bet­ty ap­peared in the door. “Come as far as the end of the path with me.”

			“I’m sor­ry you must go. But Tige seems de­light­ed,” said Bet­ty, walk­ing be­side Wet­zel, while the dog ran on be­fore.

			“Bet­ty, I want­ed to tell you to stay close like to the house, fer this feller Miller has been layin’ traps fer you, and the In­juns is on the warpath. Don’t ride your pony, and stay home now.”

			“In­deed, I shall nev­er again do any­thing as fool­ish as I did yes­ter­day. I have learned my les­son. And Oh! Lew, I am so grate­ful to you for sav­ing me. When will you re­turn to the Fort?”

			“Mebbe nev­er, Bet­ty.”

			“Oh, no. Don’t say that. I know all this In­di­an talk will blow over, as it al­ways does, and you will come back and ev­ery­thing will be all right again.”

			“I hope it’ll be as you say, Bet­ty, but there’s no tellin’, there’s no tellin’.”

			“You are go­ing to see if the In­di­ans are mak­ing prepa­ra­tions to be­siege the Fort?”

			“Yes, I am goin’ fer that. And if I hap­pen to find Miller on my way I’ll give him Bet­ty’s re­gards.”

			Bet­ty shiv­ered at his covert mean­ing. Long ago in a mo­ment of play­ful­ness, Bet­ty had scratched her name on the hunter’s ri­fle. Ev­er af­ter that Wet­zel called his fa­tal weapon by her name.

			“If you were go­ing sim­ply to avenge me I would not let you go. That wretch will get his just due some day, nev­er fear for that.”

			“Bet­ty, ’taint like­ly he’ll get away from me, and if he does there’s Jonathan. This mornin’ when we trailed Miller down to the riv­er bank Jonathan points acrost the riv­er and says: ‘You or me,’ and I says: ‘Me,’ so it’s all set­tled.”

			“Will Mr. Clarke live?” said Bet­ty, in an al­tered tone, ask­ing the ques­tion which was up­per­most in her mind.

			“I think so, I hope so. He’s a husky young chap and the cut wasn’t bad. He lost so much blood. That’s why he’s so weak. If he gets well he’ll have some­thin’ to tell you.”

			“Lew, what do you mean?” de­mand­ed Bet­ty, quick­ly.

			“Me and him had a long talk last night and—”

			“You did not go to him and talk of me, did you?” said Bet­ty, re­proach­ful­ly.

			They had now reached the end of the path. Wet­zel stopped and dropped the butt of his ri­fle on the ground. Tige looked on and wagged his tail. Present­ly the hunter spoke.

			“Yes, we talked about you.”

			“Oh! Lewis. What did—could you have said?” fal­tered Bet­ty.

			“You think I hadn’t ought to speak to him of you?”

			“I do not see why you should. Of course you are my good friend, but he—it is not like you to speak of me.”

			“Fer once I don’t agree with you. I knew how it was with him so I told him. I knew how it was with you so I told him, and I know how it is with me, so I told him that too.”

			“With you?” whis­pered Bet­ty.

			“Yes, with me. That kind of gives me a right, don’t it, con­sid­erin’ it’s all fer your hap­pi­ness?”

			“With you?” echoed Bet­ty in a low tone. She was be­gin­ning to re­al­ize that she had not known this man. She looked up at him. His eyes were misty with an un­ut­ter­able sad­ness.

			“Oh, no! No! Lew. Say it is not true,” she cried, piteous­ly. All in a mo­ment Bet­ty’s bur­dens be­came too heavy for her. She wrung her lit­tle hands. Her broth­er’s kind­ly ad­vice, Bessie’s warn­ings, and old Grand­moth­er Watkins’s words came back to her. For the first time she be­lieved what they said—that Wet­zel loved her. All at once the scales fell from her eyes and she saw this man as he re­al­ly was. All the thou­sand and one things he had done for her, his sim­ple teach­ing, his thought­ful­ness, his faith­ful­ness, and his watch­ful pro­tec­tion—all came crowd­ing on her as debts that she could nev­er pay. For now what could she give this man to whom she owed more than her life? Noth­ing. It was too late. Her love could have re­claimed him, could have put an end to that soli­tary wan­der­ing, and have made him a good, hap­py man.

			“Yes, Bet­ty, it’s time to tell it. I’ve loved you al­ways,” he said soft­ly.

			She cov­ered her face and sobbed. Wet­zel put his arm round her and drew her to him un­til the dark head rest­ed on his shoul­der. Thus they stood a mo­ment.

			“Don’t cry, lit­tle one,” he said, ten­der­ly. “Don’t grieve fer me. My love fer you has been the on­ly good in my life. It’s been hap­pi­ness to love you. Don’t think of me. I can see you and Al­fred in a hap­py home, sur­round­ed by bright-eyed chil­dren. There’ll be a brave lad named fer me, and when I come, if I ev­er do, I’ll tell him sto­ries, and learn him the se­crets of the woods, and how to shoot, and things I know so well.”

			“I am so wretch­ed—so mis­er­able. To think I have been so—so blind, and I have teased you—and—it might have been—on­ly now it’s too late,” said Bet­ty, be­tween her sobs.

			“Yes, I know, and it’s bet­ter so. This man you love rings true. He has learnin’ and ed­i­ca­tion. I have noth­in’ but mus­cle and a quick eye. And that’ll serve you and Al­fred when you are in dan­ger. I’m goin’ now. Stand here till I’m out of sight.”

			“Kiss me good­bye,” whis­pered Bet­ty.

			The hunter bent his head and kissed her on the brow. Then he turned and with a rapid step went along the bluff to­ward the west. When he reached the lau­rel bush­es which fringed the edge of the for­est he looked back. He saw the slen­der gray clad fig­ure stand­ing mo­tion­less in the nar­row path. He waved his hand and then turned and plunged in­to the for­est. The dog looked back, raised his head and gave a long, mourn­ful howl. Then, he too dis­ap­peared.

			A mile west of the set­tle­ment Wet­zel aban­doned the for­est and picked his way down the steep bluff to the riv­er. Here he pre­pared to swim to the west­ern shore. He took off his buck­skin gar­ments, spread them out on the ground, placed his knap­sack in the mid­dle, and rolling all in­to a small bun­dle tied it round his ri­fle. Grasp­ing the ri­fle just above the ham­mer he wad­ed in­to the wa­ter up to his waist and then, turn­ing eas­i­ly on his back he held the ri­fle straight up, al­low­ing the butt to rest on his breast. This left his right arm un­ham­pered. With a pow­er­ful back-arm stroke he rapid­ly swam the riv­er, which was deep and nar­row at this point. In a quar­ter of an hour he was once more in his dry suit.

			He was now two miles be­low the is­land, where yes­ter­day the In­di­ans had been con­cealed, and where this morn­ing Miller had crossed. Wet­zel knew Miller ex­pect­ed to be trailed, and that he would use ev­ery art and cun­ning of wood­craft to elude his pur­suers, or to lead them in­to a death­trap. Wet­zel be­lieved Miller had joined the In­di­ans, who had un­doubt­ed­ly been wait­ing for him, or for a sig­nal from him, and that he would use them to am­bush the trail.

			There­fore Wet­zel de­cid­ed he would try to strike Miller’s tracks far west of the riv­er. He risked a great deal in at­tempt­ing this be­cause it was pos­si­ble he might fail to find any trace of the spy. But Wet­zel wast­ed not one sec­ond. His course was cho­sen. With all pos­si­ble speed, which meant with him walk­ing on­ly when he could not run, he trav­eled north­west. If Miller had tak­en the di­rec­tion Wet­zel sus­pect­ed, the trails of the two men would cross about ten miles from the Ohio. But the hunter had not tra­versed more than a mile of the for­est when the dog put his nose high in the air and growled. Wet­zel slowed down in­to a walk and moved cau­tious­ly on­ward, peer­ing through the green aisles of the woods. A few rods far­ther on Tige ut­tered an­oth­er growl and put his nose to the ground. He found a trail. On ex­am­i­na­tion Wet­zel dis­cov­ered in the moss two moc­casin tracks. Two In­di­ans had passed that point that morn­ing. They were go­ing north­west di­rect­ly to­ward the camp of Win­ge­nund. Wet­zel stuck close to the trail all that day and an hour be­fore dusk he heard the sharp crack of a ri­fle. A mo­ment af­ter­ward a doe came crash­ing through the thick­et to Wet­zel’s right and bound­ing across a lit­tle brook she dis­ap­peared.

			A tree with a bushy, leafy top had been up­root­ed by a storm and had fall­en across the stream at this point. Wet­zel crawled among the branch­es. The dog fol­lowed and lay down be­side him. Be­fore dark­ness set in Wet­zel saw that the clear wa­ter of the brook had been roiled; there­fore, he con­clud­ed that some­where up­stream In­di­ans had wad­ed in­to the brook. Prob­a­bly they had killed a deer and were get­ting their evening meal.

			Hours passed. Twi­light deep­ened in­to dark­ness. One by one the stars ap­peared; then the cres­cent moon rose over the wood­ed hill in the west, and the hunter nev­er moved. With his head lean­ing against the log he sat qui­et and pa­tient. At mid­night he whis­pered to the dog, and crawl­ing from his hid­ing place glid­ed stealth­ily up the stream. Far ahead from the dark depths of the for­est peeped the flick­er­ing light of a camp­fire. Wet­zel con­sumed a half hour in ap­proach­ing with­in one hun­dred feet of this light. Then he got down on his hands and knees and crawled be­hind a tree on top of the lit­tle ridge which had ob­struct­ed a view of the camp scene.

			From this van­tage point Wet­zel saw a clear space sur­round­ed by pines and hem­locks. In the cen­ter of this glade a fire burned briskly. Two In­di­ans lay wrapped in their blan­kets, sound asleep. Wet­zel pressed the dog close to the ground, laid aside his ri­fle, drew his tom­a­hawk, and ly­ing flat on his breast com­menced to work his way, inch by inch, to­ward the sleep­ing sav­ages. The tall ferns trem­bled as the hunter wormed his way among them, but there was no sound, not a snap­ping of a twig nor a rustling of a leaf. The night wind sighed soft­ly through the pines; it blew the bright sparks from the burn­ing logs, and fanned the em­bers in­to a red glow; it swept ca­ress­ing­ly over the sleep­ing sav­ages, but it could not warn them that an­oth­er wind, the Wind-of-Death, was near at hand.

			A quar­ter of an hour elapsed. Near­er and near­er; slow­ly but sure­ly drew the hunter. With what won­der­ful pa­tience and self-con­trol did this cold-blood­ed Neme­sis ap­proach his vic­tims! Prob­a­bly any oth­er In­di­an slay­er would have fired his ri­fle and then rushed to com­bat with a knife or a tom­a­hawk. Not so Wet­zel. He scorned to use pow­der. He crept for­ward like a snake glid­ing up­on its prey. He slid one hand in front of him and pressed it down on the moss, at first gen­tly, then firm­ly, and when he had se­cured a good hold he slow­ly dragged his body for­ward the length of his arm. At last his dark form rose and stood over the un­con­scious In­di­ans, like a min­is­ter of Doom. The tom­a­hawk flashed once, twice in the fire­light, and the In­di­ans, with­out a moan, and with a con­vul­sive quiv­er­ing and straight­en­ing of their bod­ies, passed from the tired sleep of na­ture to the eter­nal sleep of death.

			Fore­go­ing his usu­al cus­tom of tak­ing the scalps, Wet­zel hur­ried­ly left the glade. He had found that the In­di­ans were Shawnees and he had ex­pect­ed they were Delawares. He knew Miller’s red com­rades be­longed to the lat­ter tribe. The pres­ence of Shawnees so near the set­tle­ment con­firmed his be­lief that a con­cert­ed move­ment was to be made on the whites in the near fu­ture. He would not have been sur­prised to find the woods full of red­skins. He spent the re­main­der of that night close un­der the side of a log with the dog curled up be­side him.

			Next morn­ing Wet­zel ran across the trail of a white man and six In­di­ans. He tracked them all that day and half of the night be­fore he again rest­ed. By noon of the fol­low­ing day he came in sight of the cliff from which Jonathan Zane had watched the suf­fer­ings of Col. Craw­ford. Wet­zel now made his fa­vorite move, a wide de­tour, and came up on the oth­er side of the en­camp­ment.

			From the top of the bluff he saw down in­to the vil­lage of the Delawares. The val­ley was alive with In­di­ans; they were work­ing like beavers; some with weapons, some paint­ing them­selves, and oth­ers danc­ing war dances. Packs were be­ing strapped on the backs of ponies. Ev­ery­where was the hur­ry and bus­tle of the prepa­ra­tion for war. The danc­ing and the singing were kept up half the night.

			At day­break Wet­zel was at his post. A lit­tle af­ter sun­rise he heard a long yell which he be­lieved an­nounced the ar­rival of an im­por­tant par­ty. And so it turned out. Amid shrill yelling and whoop­ing, the like of which Wet­zel had nev­er be­fore heard, Si­mon Gir­ty rode in­to Win­ge­nund’s camp at the head of one hun­dred Shawnee war­riors and two hun­dred British Rangers from De­troit. Wet­zel re­coiled when he saw the red uni­forms of the British­ers and their bay­o­nets. In­clud­ing Pipe’s and Win­ge­nund’s braves the to­tal force which was go­ing to march against the Fort ex­ceed­ed six hun­dred. An im­po­tent fren­zy pos­sessed Wet­zel as he watched the or­der­ly march­ing of the Rangers and the proud bear­ing of the In­di­an war­riors. Miller had spo­ken the truth. Ft. Hen­ry vas doomed.

			“Tige, there’s one of them strut­tin’ tur­key cocks as won’t see the Ohio,” said Wet­zel to the dog.

			Hur­ried­ly slip­ping from round his neck the bul­let pouch that Bet­ty had giv­en him, he shook out a bul­let and with the point of his knife he scratched deep in the soft lead the let­ter W. Then he cut the bul­let half through. This done he de­tached the pouch from the cord and run­ning the cord through the cut in the bul­let he bit the lead. He tied the string round the neck of the dog and point­ing east­ward he said: “Home.”

			The in­tel­li­gent an­i­mal un­der­stood per­fect­ly. His du­ty was to get that warn­ing home. His clear brown eyes as much as said: “I will not fail.” He wagged his tail, licked the hunter’s hand, bound­ed away and dis­ap­peared in the for­est.

			Wet­zel rest­ed eas­i­er in mind. He knew the dog would stop for noth­ing, and that he stood a far bet­ter chance of reach­ing the Fort in safe­ty than did he him­self.

			With a lurid light in his eyes Wet­zel now turned to the In­di­ans. He would nev­er leave that spot with­out send­ing a lead­en mes­sen­ger in­to the heart of some­one in that camp. Glanc­ing on all sides he at length se­lect­ed a place where it was pos­si­ble he might ap­proach near enough to the camp to get a shot. He care­ful­ly stud­ied the lay of the ground, the trees, rocks, bush­es, grass—ev­ery­thing that could help screen him from the keen eye of sav­age scouts. When he had marked his course he com­menced his per­ilous de­scent. In an hour he had reached the bot­tom of the cliff. Drop­ping flat on the ground, he once more start­ed his snail-like crawl. A stretch of swampy ground, lux­u­ri­ant with rush­es and saw­grass, made a part of the way easy for him, though it led through mud, and slime, and stag­nant wa­ter. Frogs and tur­tles warm­ing their backs in the sun­shine scam­pered in alarm from their logs. Lizards blinked at him. Moc­casin snakes dart­ed wicked forked tongues at him and then glid­ed out of reach of his tom­a­hawk. The frogs had stopped their deep bass notes. A swamp black­bird rose in fright from her nest in the saw­grass, and twit­ter­ing plain­tive­ly flut­tered round and round over the pond. The flight of the bird wor­ried Wet­zel. Such lit­tle things as these might at­tract the at­ten­tion of some In­di­an scout. But he hoped that in the ex­cite­ment of the war prepa­ra­tions these un­usu­al dis­tur­bances would es­cape no­tice. At last he gained the oth­er side of the swamp. At the end of the corn­field be­fore him was the clump of lau­rel which he had marked from the cliff as his ob­jec­tive point. The In­di­an corn was now about five feet high. Wet­zel passed through this field un­seen. He reached the lau­rel bush­es, where he dropped to the ground and lay qui­et a few min­utes. In the dash which he would soon make to the for­est he need­ed all his breath and all his fleet­ness. He looked to the right to see how far the woods was from where he lay. Not more than one hun­dred feet. He was safe. Once in the dark shade of those trees, and with his foes be­hind him, he could de­fy the whole race of Delawares. He looked to his ri­fle, fresh­ened the pow­der in the pan, care­ful­ly ad­just­ed the flint, and then rose qui­et­ly to his feet.

			Wet­zel’s keen gaze, as he swept it from left to right, took in ev­ery de­tail of the camp. He was al­most in the vil­lage. A te­pee stood not twen­ty feet from his hid­ing place. He could have tossed a stone in the midst of squaws, and braves, and chiefs. The main body of In­di­ans was in the cen­ter of the camp. The British were lined up fur­ther on. Both In­di­ans and sol­diers were rest­ing on their arms and wait­ing. Sud­den­ly Wet­zel start­ed and his heart leaped. Un­der a maple tree not one hun­dred and fifty yards dis­tant stood four men in earnest con­sul­ta­tion. One was an In­di­an. Wet­zel rec­og­nized the fierce, stern face, the haughty, erect fig­ure. He knew that long, trail­ing war­bon­net. It could have adorned the head of but one chief—Win­ge­nund, the sachem of the Delawares. A British of­fi­cer, gir­dled and epaulet­ted, stood next to Win­ge­nund. Si­mon Gir­ty, the rene­gade, and Miller, the traitor, com­plet­ed the group.

			Wet­zel sank to his knees. The per­spi­ra­tion poured from his face. The mighty hunter trem­bled, but it was from ea­ger­ness. Was not Gir­ty, the white sav­age, the bane of the poor set­tlers, with­in range of a weapon that nev­er failed? Was not the mur­der­ous chief­tain, who had once whipped and tor­tured him, who had burned Craw­ford alive, there in plain sight? Wet­zel rev­eled a mo­ment in fiendish glee. He passed his hands ten­der­ly over the long bar­rel of his ri­fle. In that mo­ment as nev­er be­fore he glo­ried in his pow­er—a pow­er which en­abled him to put a bul­let in the eye of a squir­rel at the dis­tance these men were from him. But on­ly for an in­stant did the hunter yield to this feel­ing. He knew too well the val­ue of time and op­por­tu­ni­ty.

			He rose again to his feet and peered out from un­der the shad­ing lau­rel branch­es. As he did so the dark face of Miller turned full to­ward him. A tremor, like the in­tense thrill of a tiger when he is about to spring, ran over Wet­zel’s frame. In his mad glad­ness at be­ing with­in ri­fle shot of his great In­di­an foe, Wet­zel had for­got­ten the man he had trailed for two days. He had for­got­ten Miller. He had on­ly one shot—and Bet­ty was to be avenged. He grit­ted his teeth. The Del­a­ware chief was as safe as though he were a thou­sand miles away. This op­por­tu­ni­ty for which Wet­zel had wait­ed so many years, and the suc­cess­ful is­sue of which would have gone so far to­ward the ful­fill­ment of a life’s pur­pose, was worse than use­less. A great temp­ta­tion as­sailed the hunter.

			Wet­zel’s face was white when he raised the ri­fle; his dark eye, gleam­ing venge­ful­ly, ran along the bar­rel. The lit­tle bead on the front sight first cov­ered the British of­fi­cer, and then the broad breast of Gir­ty. It moved re­luc­tant­ly and searched out the heart of Win­ge­nund, where it lin­gered for a fleet­ing in­stant. At last it rest­ed up­on the swarthy face of Miller.

			“Fer Bet­ty,” mut­tered the hunter, be­tween his clenched teeth as he pressed the trig­ger.

			The spite­ful re­port awoke a thou­sand echoes. When the shot broke the still­ness Miller was talk­ing and ges­tic­u­lat­ing. His hand dropped inert­ly; he stood up­right for a sec­ond, his head slow­ly bow­ing and his body sway­ing per­cep­ti­bly. Then he plunged for­ward like a log, his face strik­ing the sand. He nev­er moved again. He was dead even be­fore he struck the ground.

			Blank si­lence fol­lowed this trag­ic de­noue­ment. Win­ge­nund, a cru­el and re­lent­less In­di­an, but nev­er a traitor, point­ed to the small bloody hole in the mid­dle of Miller’s fore­head, and then nod­ded his head solemn­ly. The won­der­ing In­di­ans stood aghast. Then with loud yells the braves ran to the corn­field; they searched the lau­rel bush­es. But they on­ly dis­cov­ered sev­er­al moc­casin prints in the sand, and a puff of white smoke waft­ing away up­on the sum­mer breeze.

		
	
		
			XII

			Al­fred Clarke lay be­tween life and death. Miller’s knife thrust, al­though it had made a deep and dan­ger­ous wound, had not pierced any vi­tal part; the amount of blood lost made Al­fred’s con­di­tion pre­car­i­ous. In­deed, he would not have lived through that first day but for a won­der­ful vi­tal­i­ty. Col. Zane’s wife, to whom had been con­signed the del­i­cate task of dress­ing the wound, shook her head when she first saw the di­rec­tion of the cut. She found on a clos­er ex­am­i­na­tion that the knife blade had been de­flect­ed by a rib, and had just missed the lungs. The wound was bathed, sewed up, and ban­daged, and the great­est pre­cau­tion tak­en to pre­vent the suf­fer­er from loos­en­ing the linen. Ev­ery day when Mrs. Zane re­turned from the bed­side of the young man she would be met at the door by Bet­ty, who, in that time of sus­pense, had lost her bloom, and whose pale face showed the ef­fects of sleep­less nights.

			“Bet­ty, would you mind go­ing over to the Fort and re­liev­ing Mrs. Mar­tin an hour or two?” said Mrs. Zane one day as she came home, look­ing worn and weary. “We are both tired to death, and Nell Met­zar was un­able to come. Clarke is un­con­scious, and will not know you, be­sides he is sleep­ing now.”

			Bet­ty hur­ried over to Capt. Bog­gs’s cab­in, next the block­house, where Al­fred lay, and with a pal­pi­tat­ing heart and a trep­i­da­tion whol­ly out of keep­ing with the brave front she man­aged to as­sume, she knocked gen­tly on the door.

			“Ah, Bet­ty, ’tis you, bless your heart,” said a ma­tron­ly lit­tle wom­an who opened the door. “Come right in. He is sleep­ing now, poor fel­low, and it’s the first re­al sleep he has had. He has been rav­ing crazy forty-eight hours.”

			“Mrs. Mar­tin, what shall I do?” whis­pered Bet­ty.

			“Oh, just watch him, my dear,” an­swered the el­der wom­an. “If you need me send one of the lads up to the house for me. I shall re­turn as soon as I can. Keep the flies away—they are both­er­some—and bathe his head ev­ery lit­tle while. If he wakes and tries to sit up, as he does some­times, hold him back. He is as weak as a cat. If he raves, soothe him by talk­ing to him. I must go now, dearie.”

			Bet­ty was left alone in the lit­tle room. Though she had tak­en a seat near the bed where Al­fred lay, she had not dared to look at him. Present­ly con­quer­ing her emo­tion, Bet­ty turned her gaze on the bed. Al­fred was ly­ing eas­i­ly on his back, and not­with­stand­ing the warmth of the day he was cov­ered with a quilt. The light from the win­dow shone on his face. How death­ly white it was! There was not a ves­tige of col­or in it; the brow looked like chis­eled mar­ble; dark shad­ows un­der­lined the eyes, and the whole face was ex­pres­sive of weari­ness and pain.

			There are times when a wom­an’s love is all moth­er­li­ness. All at once this man seemed to Bet­ty like a help­less child. She felt her heart go out to the poor suf­fer­er with a feel­ing be­fore un­known. She for­got her pride and her fears and her dis­ap­point­ments. She re­mem­bered on­ly that this strong man lay there at death’s door be­cause he had re­sent­ed an in­sult to her. The past with all its bit­ter­ness rolled away and was lost, and in its place welled up a tide of for­give­ness strong and sweet and hope­ful. Her love, like a fire that had been choked and smoth­ered, smol­der­ing but nev­er ex­tinct, and which blazes up with the first breeze, warmed and quick­ened to life with the touch of her hand on his fore­head.

			An hour passed. Bet­ty was now at her ease and hap­pi­er than she had been for months. Her pa­tient con­tin­ued to sleep peace­ful­ly and dream­less­ly. With a feel­ing of wom­an­ly cu­rios­i­ty Bet­ty looked around the room. Over the rude man­tel­piece were hung a sword, a brace of pis­tols, and two pic­tures. These last in­ter­est­ed Bet­ty very much. They were por­traits; one of them was a like­ness of a sweet-faced wom­an who Bet­ty in­stinc­tive­ly knew was his moth­er. Her eyes lin­gered ten­der­ly on that face, so like the one ly­ing on the pil­low. The oth­er por­trait was of a beau­ti­ful girl whose dark, mag­net­ic eyes chal­lenged Bet­ty. Was this his sis­ter or—some­one else? She could not re­strain a jeal­ous twinge, and she felt an­noyed to find her­self com­par­ing that face with her own. She looked no longer at that por­trait, but recom­menced her sur­vey of the room. Up­on the door hung a broad-brimmed hat with ea­gle plumes stuck in the band. A pair of high­topped rid­ing boots, a sad­dle, and a bri­dle lay on the floor in the cor­ner. The ta­ble was cov­ered with In­di­an pipes, to­bac­co pouch­es, spurs, silk stocks, and oth­er ar­ti­cles.

			Sud­den­ly Bet­ty felt that some­one was watch­ing her. She turned timid­ly to­ward the bed and be­came much fright­ened when she en­coun­tered the in­tense gaze from a pair of steel-blue eyes. She al­most fell from the chair; but present­ly she rec­ol­lect­ed that Al­fred had been un­con­scious for days, and that he would not know who was watch­ing by his bed­side.

			“Moth­er, is that you?” asked Al­fred, in a weak, low voice.

			“Yes, I am here,” an­swered Bet­ty, re­mem­ber­ing the old wom­an’s words about sooth­ing the suf­fer­er.

			“But I thought you were ill.”

			“I was, but I am bet­ter now, and it is you who are ill.”

			“My head hurts so.”

			“Let me bathe it for you.”

			“How long have I been home?”

			Bet­ty bathed and cooled his heat­ed brow. He caught and held her hands, look­ing won­der­ing­ly at her the while.

			“Moth­er, some­how I thought you had died. I must have dreamed it. I am very hap­py; but tell me, did a mes­sage come for me to­day?”

			Bet­ty shook her head, for she could not speak. She saw he was liv­ing in the past, and he was pray­ing for the let­ter which she would glad­ly have writ­ten had she but known.

			“No mes­sage, and it is now so long.”

			“It will come to­mor­row,” whis­pered Bet­ty.

			“Now, moth­er, that is what you al­ways say,” said the in­valid, as he be­gan to toss his head weari­ly to and fro. “Will she nev­er tell me? It is not like her to keep me in sus­pense. She was the sweet­est, truest, loveli­est girl in all the world. When I get well, moth­er, I am go­ing to find out if she loves me.”

			“I am sure she does. I know she loves you,” an­swered Bet­ty.

			“It is very good of you to say that,” he went on in his ram­bling talk. “Some day I’ll bring her to you and we’ll make her a queen here in the old home. I’ll be a bet­ter son now and not run away from home again. I’ve giv­en the dear old moth­er many a heartache, but that’s all past now. The wan­der­er has come home. Kiss me good­night, moth­er.”

			Bet­ty looked down with tear-blurred eyes on the hag­gard face. Un­con­scious­ly she had been run­ning her fin­gers through the fair hair that lay so damp over his brow. Her pity and ten­der­ness had car­ried her far be­yond her­self, and at the last words she bent her head and kissed him on the lips.

			“Who are you? You are not my moth­er. She is dead,” he cried, start­ing up wild­ly, and look­ing at her with bril­liant eyes.

			Bet­ty dropped the fan and rose quick­ly to her feet. What had she done? A ter­ri­ble thought had flashed in­to her mind. Sup­pose he were not deliri­ous, and had been de­ceiv­ing her. Oh! for a hid­ing place, or that the floor would swal­low her. Oh! if some­one would on­ly come.

			Foot­steps sound­ed on the stairs and Bet­ty ran to the door. To her great re­lief Mrs. Mar­tin was com­ing up.

			“You can run home now, there’s a dear,” said the old la­dy. “We have sev­er­al watch­ers for tonight. It will not be long now when he will com­mence to mend, or else he will die. Poor boy, please God that he gets well. Has he been good? Did he call for any par­tic­u­lar young la­dy? Nev­er fear, Bet­ty, I’ll keep the se­cret. He’ll nev­er know you were here un­less you tell him your­self.”

			Mean­while the days had been busy ones for Col. Zane. In an­tic­i­pa­tion of an at­tack from the In­di­ans, the set­tlers had been for­ti­fy­ing their refuge and mak­ing the block­house as near­ly im­preg­nable as pos­si­ble. Ev­ery­thing that was mov­able and was of val­ue they put in­side the stock­ade fence, out of reach of the de­struc­tive red­skins. All the hors­es and cat­tle were driv­en in­to the en­clo­sure. Wag­onloads of hay, grain and food were stored away in the block­house.

			Nev­er be­fore had there been such ex­cite­ment on the fron­tier. Run­ners from Ft. Pitt, Short Creek, and oth­er set­tle­ments con­firmed the ru­mor that all the towns along the Ohio were pre­par­ing for war. Not since the out­break of the Rev­o­lu­tion had there been so much con­fu­sion and alarm among the pi­o­neers. To be sure, those on the very verge of the fron­tier, as at Ft. Hen­ry, had hereto­fore lit­tle to fear from the British. Dur­ing most of this time there had been com­par­a­tive peace on the west­ern bor­der, ex­cept­ing those oc­ca­sion­al mur­ders, raids, and mas­sacres per­pe­trat­ed by the dif­fer­ent In­di­an tribes, and in­sti­gat­ed no doubt by Gir­ty and the British at De­troit. Now all kinds of ru­mors were afloat: Wash­ing­ton was de­feat­ed; a close al­liance be­tween Eng­land and the con­fed­er­at­ed west­ern tribes had been formed; Gir­ty had British pow­er and wealth back of him. These and many more alarm­ing re­ports trav­eled from set­tle­ment to set­tle­ment.

			The death of Col. Craw­ford had been a ter­ri­ble shock to the whole coun­try. On the bor­der spread an uni­ver­sal gloom, and the low, sullen mut­ter­ings of re­venge­ful wrath. Craw­ford had been so prom­i­nent a man, so pop­u­lar, and, ex­cept in his last and fa­tal ex­pe­di­tion, such an ef­fi­cient lead­er that his sud­den tak­ing off was al­most a na­tion­al calami­ty. In fact no one felt it more keen­ly than did Wash­ing­ton him­self, for Craw­ford was his es­teemed friend.

			Col. Zane be­lieved Ft. Hen­ry had been marked by the British and the In­di­ans. The last run­ner from Ft. Pitt had in­formed him that the de­scrip­tion of Miller tal­lied with that of one of the ten men who had de­sert­ed from Ft. Pitt in 1778 with the to­ries Gir­ty, Mc­K­ee, and El­liott. Col. Zane was now sat­is­fied that Miller was an agent of Gir­ty and there­fore of the British. So since all the weak­ness­es of the Fort, the num­ber of the gar­ri­son, and the fa­vor­able con­di­tions for a siege were known to Gir­ty, there was noth­ing left for Col. Zane and his men but to make a brave stand.

			Jonathan Zane and Ma­jor Mc­Col­loch watched the riv­er. Wet­zel had dis­ap­peared as if the earth had swal­lowed him. Some pi­o­neers said he would nev­er re­turn. But Col. Zane be­lieved Wet­zel would walk in­to the Fort, as he had done many times in the last ten years, with full in­for­ma­tion con­cern­ing the do­ings of the In­di­ans. How­ev­er, the days passed and noth­ing hap­pened. Their work com­plet­ed, the set­tlers wait­ed for the first sign of an en­e­my. But as none came, grad­u­al­ly their fears were dis­pelled and they be­gan to think the alarm had been a false one.

			All this time Al­fred Clarke was re­cov­er­ing his health and strength. The day came when he was able to leave his bed and sit by the win­dow. How glad it made him feel to look out on the green woods and the broad, wind­ing riv­er; how sweet to his ears were the songs of the birds; how sooth­ing was the drowsy hum of the bees in the fra­grant hon­ey­suck­le by his win­dow. His hold on life had been slight and life was good. He smiled in pity­ing de­ri­sion as he re­mem­bered his reck­less­ness. He had not been in love with life. In his gloomy moods he had of­ten thought life was hard­ly worth the liv­ing. What sick­ly sen­ti­ment! He had been on the brink of the grave, but he had been snatched back from the dark riv­er of Death. It need­ed but this to show him the joy of breath­ing, the glo­ry of lov­ing, the sweet­ness of liv­ing. He re­solved that for him there would be no more drift­ing, no more pur­pose­less­ness. If what Wet­zel had told him was true, if he re­al­ly had not loved in vain, then his cup of hap­pi­ness was over­flow­ing. Like a far-off and al­most for­got­ten strain of mu­sic some mem­o­ry strug­gled to take def­i­nite shape in his mind; but it was so hazy, so vague, so im­pal­pa­ble, that he could re­mem­ber noth­ing clear­ly.

			Isaac Zane and his In­di­an bride called on Al­fred that af­ter­noon.

			“Al­fred, I can’t tell you how glad I am to see you up again,” said Isaac, earnest­ly, as he wrung Al­fred’s hand. “Say, but it was a tight squeeze! It has been a bad time for you.”

			Noth­ing could have been more pleas­ing than My­eer­ah’s shy yet elo­quent greet­ing. She gave Al­fred her lit­tle hand and said in her fig­u­ra­tive style of speak­ing, “My­eer­ah is hap­py for you and for oth­ers. You are strong like the West Wind that nev­er dies.”

			“My­eer­ah and I are go­ing this af­ter­noon, and we came over to say good­bye to you. We in­tend rid­ing down the riv­er fif­teen miles and then cross­ing, to avoid run­ning in­to any band of In­di­ans.”

			“And how does My­eer­ah like the set­tle­ment by this time?”

			“Oh, she is get­ting on fa­mous­ly. Bet­ty and she have fall­en in love with each oth­er. It is amus­ing to hear Bet­ty try to talk in the Wyan­dot tongue, and to see My­eer­ah’s con­ster­na­tion when Bet­ty gives her a les­son in de­port­ment.”

			“I rather fan­cy it would be in­ter­est­ing, too. Are you not go­ing back to the Wyan­dots at a dan­ger­ous time?”

			“As to that I can’t say. I be­lieve, though, it is bet­ter that I get back to Tarhe’s camp be­fore we have any trou­ble with the In­di­ans. I am anx­ious to get there be­fore Gir­ty or some of his agents.”

			“Well, if you must go, good luck to you, and may we meet again.”

			“It will not be long, I am sure. And, old man,” he con­tin­ued, with a bright smile, “when My­eer­ah and I come again to Ft. Hen­ry we ex­pect to find all well with you. Cheer up, and good­bye.”

			All the prepa­ra­tions had been made for the de­par­ture of Isaac and My­eer­ah to their far-off In­di­an home. They were to ride the In­di­an ponies on which they had ar­rived at the Fort. Col. Zane had giv­en Isaac one of his pack hors­es. This an­i­mal car­ried blan­kets, cloth­ing, and food which in­sured com­par­a­tive com­fort in the long ride through the wilder­ness.

			“We will fol­low the old trail un­til we reach the hick­o­ry swale,” Isaac was say­ing to the Colonel, “and then we will turn off and make for the riv­er. Once across the Ohio we can make the trip in two days.”

			“I think you’ll make it all right,” said Col. Zane.

			“Even if I do meet In­di­ans I shall have no fear, for I have a pro­tec­tor here,” an­swered Isaac as he led My­eer­ah’s pony up to the step.

			“Good­bye, My­eer­ah; he is yours, but do not for­get he is dear to us,” said Bet­ty, em­brac­ing and kiss­ing the In­di­an girl.

			“My sis­ter does not know My­eer­ah. The White Ea­gle will re­turn.”

			“Good­bye, Betts, don’t cry. I shall come home again. And when I do I hope I shall be in time to cel­e­brate an­oth­er event, this time with you as the hero­ine. Good­bye. Good­bye.”

			The ponies can­tered down the road. At the bend Isaac and My­eer­ah turned and waved their hands un­til the fo­liage of the trees hid them from view.

			“Well, these things hap­pen nat­u­ral­ly enough. I sup­pose they must be. But I should much have pre­ferred Isaac stay­ing here. Hel­lo! What the deuce is that? By Lord! It’s Tige!”

			The ex­cla­ma­tion fol­low­ing Col. Zane’s re­marks had been called forth by Bet­ty’s dog. He came limp­ing painful­ly up the road from the di­rec­tion of the riv­er. When he saw Col. Zane he whined and crawled to the Colonel’s feet. The dog was wet and cov­ered with burrs, and his beau­ti­ful glossy coat, which had been Bet­ty’s pride, was drip­ping with blood.

			“Silas, Jonathan, come here,” cried Col. Zane. “Here’s Tige, back with­out Wet­zel, and the poor dog has been shot al­most to pieces. What does it mean?”

			“In­di­ans,” said Jonathan, com­ing out of the house with Silas, and Mrs. Zane and Bet­ty, who had heard the Colonel’s call.

			“He has come a long way. Look at his feet. They are torn and bruised,” con­tin­ued Jonathan. “And he has been near Win­ge­nund’s camp. You see that red clay on his paws. There is no red clay that I know of round here, and there are miles of it this side of the Del­a­ware camp.”

			“What is the mat­ter with Tige?” asked Bet­ty.

			“He is done for. Shot through, poor fel­low. How did he ev­er reach home?” said Silas.

			“Oh, I hope not! Dear old Tige,” said Bet­ty as she knelt and ten­der­ly placed the head of the dog in her lap. “Why, what is this? I nev­er put that there. Eb, Jack, look here. There is a string around his neck,” and Bet­ty point­ed ex­cit­ed­ly to a thin cord which was al­most con­cealed in the thick curly hair.

			“Good gra­cious! Eb, look! It is the string off the prize bul­let pouch I made, and that Wet­zel won on Isaac’s wed­ding day. It is a mes­sage from Lew,” said Bet­ty.

			“Well, by Heav­ens! This is strange. So it is. I re­mem­ber that string. Cut it off, Jack,” said Col. Zane.

			When Jonathan had cut the string and held it up they all saw the lead bul­let. Col. Zane ex­am­ined it and showed them what had been rude­ly scratched on it.

			“A let­ter W. Does that mean Wet­zel?” asked the Colonel.

			“It means war. It’s a warn­ing from Wet­zel—not the slight­est doubt of that,” said Jonathan. “Wet­zel sends this be­cause he knows we are to be at­tacked, and be­cause there must have been great doubt of his get­ting back to tell us. And Tige has been shot on his way home.”

			This called the at­ten­tion to the dog, which had been mo­men­tar­i­ly for­got­ten. His head rolled from Bet­ty’s knee; a quiver shook his frame; he strug­gled to rise to his feet, but his strength was too far spent; he crawled close to Bet­ty’s feet; his eyes looked up at her with al­most hu­man af­fec­tion; then they closed, and he lay still. Tige was dead.

			“It is all over, Bet­ty. Tige will romp no more. He will nev­er be for­got­ten, for he was faith­ful to the end. Jonathan, tell the Ma­jor of Wet­zel’s warn­ing, and both of you go back to your posts on the riv­er. Silas, send Capt. Bog­gs to me.”

			An hour af­ter the death of Tige the set­tlers were wait­ing for the ring of the meet­ing house bell to sum­mon them to the Fort.

			Sup­per at Col. Zane’s that night was not the oc­ca­sion of good-hu­mored jest and pleas­ant con­ver­sa­tion. Mrs. Zane’s face wore a dis­tressed and trou­bled look; Bet­ty was pale and qui­et; even the Colonel was gloomy; and the chil­dren, miss­ing the usu­al cheer­ful­ness of the evening meal, shrank close to their moth­er.

			Dark­ness slow­ly set­tled down; and with it came a feel­ing of re­lief, at least for the night, for the In­di­ans rarely at­tacked the set­tle­ments af­ter dark. Capt. Bog­gs came over and he and Col. Zane con­versed in low tones.

			“The first thing in the morn­ing I want you to ride over to Short Creek for re­in­force­ments. I’ll send the Ma­jor al­so and by a dif­fer­ent route. I ex­pect to hear tonight from Wet­zel. Twelve times has he crossed that thresh­old with the in­for­ma­tion which made an In­di­an sur­prise im­pos­si­ble. And I feel sure he will come again.”

			“What was that?” said Bet­ty, who was sit­ting on the doorstep.

			“Sh-h!” whis­pered Col. Zane, hold­ing up his fin­ger.

			The night was warm and still. In the per­fect qui­et which fol­lowed the Colonel’s whis­pered ex­cla­ma­tion the lis­ten­ers heard the beat­ing of their hearts. Then from the riv­er bank came the cry of an owl; low but clear it came float­ing to their ears, its sin­gle melan­choly note thrilling them. Faint and far off in the di­rec­tion of the is­land sound­ed the an­swer.

			“I knew it. I told you. We shall know all present­ly,” said Col. Zane. “The first call was Jonathan’s, and it was an­swered.”

			The mo­ments dragged away. The chil­dren had fall­en asleep on the bearskin rug. Mrs. Zane and Bet­ty had heard the Colonel’s voice, and sat with white faces, wait­ing, wait­ing for they knew not what.

			A fa­mil­iar, light-moc­casined tread sound­ed on the path, a tall fig­ure loomed up from the dark­ness; it came up the path, passed up the steps, and crossed the thresh­old.

			“Wet­zel!” ex­claimed Col. Zane and Capt. Bog­gs. It was in­deed the hunter. How star­tling was his ap­pear­ance! The buck­skin hunt­ing coat and leg­gins were wet, torn and be­spat­tered with mud; the wa­ter ran and dripped from him to form lit­tle mud­dy pools on the floor; on­ly his ri­fle and pow­der horn were dry. His face was ghast­ly white ex­cept where a bul­let wound ap­peared on his tem­ple, from which the blood had oozed down over his cheek. An un­earth­ly light gleamed from his eyes. In that mo­ment Wet­zel was an ap­palling sight.

			“Col. Zane, I’d been here days be­fore, but I run in­to some Shawnees, and they gave me a hard chase. I have to re­port that Gir­ty, with four hun­dred In­juns and two hun­dred British­ers, are on the way to Ft. Hen­ry.”

			“My God!” ex­claimed Col. Zane. Strong man as he was the hunter’s words had un­nerved him.

			The loud and clear tone of the church bell rang out on the still night air. On­ly once it sound­ed, but it re­ver­ber­at­ed among the hills, and its sin­gle deep-toned ring was like a knell. The lis­ten­ers al­most ex­pect­ed to hear it fol­lowed by the fear­ful war cry, that cry which be­to­kened for many des­o­la­tion and death.

		
	
		
			XIII

			Morn­ing found the set­tlers, with the ex­cep­tion of Col. Zane, his broth­er Jonathan, the ne­gro Sam, and Mar­tin Wet­zel, all with­in the Fort. Col. Zane had de­ter­mined, long be­fore, that in the event of an­oth­er siege, he would use his house as an out­post. Twice it had been de­stroyed by fire at the hands of the In­di­ans. There­fore, sur­round­ing him­self by these men, who were all ex­pert marks­men, Col. Zane re­solved to pro­tect his prop­er­ty and at the same time ren­der valu­able aid to the Fort.

			Ear­ly that morn­ing a pirogue load­ed with can­non­balls, from Ft. Pitt and bound for Louisville, had ar­rived and Cap­tain Sul­li­van, with his crew of three men, had de­mand­ed ad­mit­tance. In the ab­sence of Capt. Bog­gs and Ma­jor Mc­Col­loch, both of whom had been dis­patched for re­in­force­ments, Col. Zane had placed his broth­er Silas in com­mand of the Fort. Sul­li­van in­formed Silas that he and his men had been fired on by In­di­ans and that they sought the pro­tec­tion of the Fort. The ser­vices of him­self and his men, which he vol­un­teered, were grate­ful­ly ac­cept­ed.

			All told, the lit­tle force in the block­house did not ex­ceed forty-two, and that count­ing the boys and the wom­en who could han­dle ri­fles. The few prepa­ra­tions had been com­plet­ed and now the set­tlers were await­ing the ap­pear­ance of the en­e­my. Few words were spo­ken. The chil­dren were se­cured where they would be out of the way of fly­ing bul­lets. They were hud­dled to­geth­er silent and fright­ened; pale-faced but res­o­lute wom­en passed up and down the length of the block­house; some car­ried buck­ets of wa­ter and bas­kets of food; oth­ers were tear­ing ban­dages; grim-faced men peered from the port­holes; all were lis­ten­ing for the war cry.

			They had not long to wait. Be­fore noon the well-known whoop came from the wood­ed shore of the riv­er, and it was soon fol­lowed by the ap­pear­ance of hun­dreds of In­di­ans. The riv­er, which was low, at once be­came a scene of great an­i­ma­tion. From a placid, smooth­ly flow­ing stream it was turned in­to a mud­dy, splash­ing, tur­bu­lent tor­rent. The mount­ed war­riors urged their steeds down the bank and in­to the wa­ter; the un­mount­ed im­pro­vised rafts and placed their weapons and am­mu­ni­tion up­on them; then they swam and pushed, kicked and yelled their way across; oth­er In­di­ans swam, hold­ing the bri­dles of the pack­hors­es. A de­tach­ment of British sol­diers fol­lowed the In­di­ans. In an hour the en­tire army ap­peared on the riv­er bluff not three hun­dred yards from the Fort. They were in no hur­ry to be­gin the at­tack. Es­pe­cial­ly did the In­di­ans seem to en­joy the lull be­fore the storm, and as they stalked to and fro in plain sight of the gar­ri­son, or stood in groups watch­ing the Fort, they were seen in all their hideous war paint and for­mi­da­ble bat­tle ar­ray. They were ex­ul­tant. Their plumes and ea­gle feath­ers waved proud­ly in the morn­ing breeze. Now and then the long, pe­cu­liar­ly bro­ken yell of the Shawnees rang out clear and strong. The sol­diers were drawn off to one side and well out of range of the set­tlers’ guns. Their red coats and flash­ing bay­o­nets were new to most of the lit­tle band of men in the block­house.

			“Ho, the Fort!”

			It was a strong, au­thor­i­ta­tive voice and came from a man mount­ed on a black horse.

			“Well, Gir­ty, what is it?” shout­ed Silas Zane.

			“We de­mand un­con­di­tion­al sur­ren­der,” was the an­swer.

			“You will nev­er get it,” replied Silas.

			“Take more time to think it over. You see we have a force here large enough to take the Fort in an hour.”

			“That re­mains to be seen,” shout­ed some­one through a port­hole.

			An hour passed. The sol­diers and the In­di­ans lounged around on the grass and walked to and fro on the bluff. At in­ter­vals a taunt­ing In­di­an yell, hor­ri­ble in its sug­ges­tive­ness, came float­ing on the air. When the hour was up three mount­ed men rode out in ad­vance of the wait­ing In­di­ans. One was clad in buck­skin, an­oth­er in the uni­form of a British of­fi­cer, and the third was an In­di­an chief whose pow­er­ful form was naked ex­cept for his buck­skin belt and leg­ging.

			“Will you sur­ren­der?” came in the harsh and ar­ro­gant voice of the rene­gade.

			“Nev­er! Go back to your squaws!” yelled Sul­li­van.

			“I am Capt. Pratt of the Queen’s Rangers. If you sur­ren­der I will give you the best pro­tec­tion King George af­fords,” shout­ed the of­fi­cer.

			“To hell with King George! Go back to your hair-buy­ing Hamil­ton and tell him the whole British army could not make us sur­ren­der,” roared Hugh Ben­net.

			“If you do not give up, the Fort will be at­tacked and burned. Your men will be mas­sa­cred and your wom­en giv­en to the In­di­ans,” said Gir­ty.

			“You will nev­er take a man, wom­an or child alive,” yelled Silas. “We re­mem­ber Craw­ford, you white traitor, and we are not go­ing to give up to be butchered. Come on with your red jack­ets and your red dev­ils. We are ready.”

			“We have cap­tured and killed the mes­sen­ger you sent out, and now all hope of suc­cor must be aban­doned. Your doom is sealed.”

			“What kind of a man was he?” shout­ed Sul­li­van.

			“A fine, ac­tive young fel­low,” an­swered the out­law.

			“That’s a lie,” snapped Sul­li­van, “he was an old, gray haired man.”

			As the of­fi­cer and the out­law chief turned, ap­par­ent­ly to con­sult their com­pan­ion, a small puff of white smoke shot forth from one of the port­holes of the block­house. It was fol­lowed by the ring­ing re­port of a ri­fle. The In­di­an chief clutched wild­ly at his breast, fell for­ward on his horse, and af­ter vain­ly try­ing to keep his seat, slipped to the ground. He raised him­self once, then fell back­ward and lay still. Full two hun­dred yards was not proof against Wet­zel’s dead­ly small­bore, and Red Fox, the fore­most war chief­tain of the Shawnees, lay dead, a vic­tim to the hunter’s vengeance. It was char­ac­ter­is­tic of Wet­zel that he picked the chief, for he could have shot ei­ther the British of­fi­cer or the rene­gade. They re­treat­ed out of range, leav­ing the body of the chief where it had fall­en, while the horse, giv­ing a fright­ened snort, gal­loped to­ward the woods. Wet­zel’s yell com­ing quick­ly af­ter his shot, ex­cit­ed the In­di­ans to a very fren­zy, and they start­ed on a run for the Fort, dis­charg­ing their ri­fles and screech­ing like so many demons.

			In the cloud of smoke which at once en­veloped the scene the In­di­ans spread out and sur­round­ed the Fort. A tremen­dous rush by a large par­ty of In­di­ans was made for the gate of the Fort. They at­tacked it fierce­ly with their tom­a­hawks, and a log which they used as a bat­ter­ing ram. But the stout gate with­stood their unit­ed ef­forts, and the galling fire from the port­holes soon forced them to fall back and seek cov­er be­hind the trees and the rocks. From these points of van­tage they kept up an un­in­ter­rupt­ed fire.

			The sol­diers had made a dash at the stock­ade fence, yelling de­ri­sion at the small French can­non which was mount­ed on top of the block­house. They thought it a “dum­my” be­cause they had learned that in the 1777 siege the gar­ri­son had no re­al can­non, but had tried to uti­lize a wood­en one. They yelled and hoot­ed and mocked at this piece and dared the gar­ri­son to fire it. Sul­li­van, who was in charge of the can­non, bid­ed his time. When the sol­diers were massed close­ly to­geth­er and mak­ing an­oth­er rush for the stock­ade fence Sul­li­van turned loose the lit­tle “bull­dog,” spread­ing con­ster­na­tion and de­struc­tion in the British ranks.

			“Stand back! Stand back!” Capt. Pratt was heard to yell. “By God! there’s no wood about that gun.”

			Af­ter this the be­siegers with­drew for a breath­ing spell. At this ear­ly stage of the siege the In­di­ans were seen to board Sul­li­van’s pirogue, and it was soon dis­cov­ered they were car­ry­ing the can­non­balls from the boat to the top of the bluff. In their sim­ple minds they had con­ceived a hap­py thought. They pro­cured a white oak log prob­a­bly a foot in di­am­e­ter, split it through the mid­dle and hol­lowed out the in­side with their tom­a­hawks. Then with iron chains and bars, which they took from Rei­hart’s black­smith shop, they bound and se­cure­ly fas­tened the sides to­geth­er. They dragged the im­pro­vised can­non near­er to the Fort, placed it on two logs and weight­ed it down with stones. A heavy charge of pow­der and ball was then rammed in­to the wood­en gun. The sol­diers, though much in­ter­est­ed in the ma­neu­ver, moved back to a safe dis­tance, while many of the In­di­ans crowd­ed round the new weapon. The torch was ap­plied; there was a red flash—boom! The hill­side was shak­en by the tremen­dous ex­plo­sion, and when the smoke lift­ed from the scene the naked forms of the In­di­ans could be seen writhing in agony on the ground. Not a ves­tige of the wood­en gun re­mained. The iron chains had proved ter­ri­ble death-deal­ing mis­siles to the In­di­ans near the gun. The In­di­ans now took to their nat­u­ral meth­ods of war­fare. They hid in the long grass, in the de­sert­ed cab­ins, be­hind the trees and up in the branch­es. Not an In­di­an was vis­i­ble, but the rain of bul­lets pat­tered steadi­ly against the block­house. Ev­ery bush and ev­ery tree spout­ed lit­tle puffs of white smoke, and the lead­en mes­sen­gers of Death whis­tled through the air.

			Af­ter an­oth­er un­suc­cess­ful ef­fort to de­stroy a sec­tion of the stock­ade fence the sol­diers had re­tired. Their red jack­ets made them a con­spic­u­ous mark for the sharp-eyed set­tlers. Capt. Pratt had been shot through the thigh. He suf­fered great pain, and was deeply cha­grined by the sur­pris­ing and for­mi­da­ble de­fense of the gar­ri­son which he had been led to be­lieve would fall an easy prey to the King’s sol­diers. He had lost one third of his men. Those who were left re­fused to run straight in the face of cer­tain death. They had not been drilled to fight an un­seen en­e­my. Capt. Pratt was com­pelled to or­der a re­treat to the riv­er bluff, where he con­ferred with Gir­ty.

			In­side the block­house was great ac­tiv­i­ty, but no con­fu­sion. That lit­tle band of fight­ers might have been drilled for a king’s body­guard. Kneel­ing be­fore each port­hole on the riv­er side of the Fort was a man who would fight while there was breath left in him. He did not dis­charge his weapon aim­less­ly as the In­di­ans did, but wait­ed un­til he saw the out­line of an In­di­an form, or a red coat, or a puff of white smoke; then he would thrust the ri­fle bar­rel for­ward, take a quick aim and fire. By the side of ev­ery man stood a hero­ic wom­an whose face was blanched, but who spoke nev­er a word as she put the muz­zle of the hot ri­fle in­to a buck­et of wa­ter, cooled the bar­rel, wiped it dry and passed it back to the man be­side her.

			Silas Zane had been wound­ed at the first fire. A glanc­ing ball had struck him on the head, in­flict­ing a painful scalp wound. It was now be­ing dressed by Col. Zane’s wife, whose skilled fin­gers were al­ready tired with the wash­ing and the ban­dag­ing of the in­juries re­ceived by the de­fend­ers. In all that hor­ri­ble din of bat­tle; the shrill yells of the sav­ages, the hoarse shouts of the set­tlers, the boom of the can­non over­head, the crack­ing of ri­fles and the whistling of bul­lets; in all that din of ap­palling noise, and amid the sti­fling smoke, the smell of burned pow­der, the sick­en­ing sight of the des­per­ate­ly wound­ed and the al­ready dead, the Colonel’s brave wife had nev­er fal­tered. She was here and there; bind­ing the wounds, help­ing Ly­dia and Bet­ty mold bul­lets, en­cour­ag­ing the men, and by her ex­am­ple, en­abling those wom­en to whom bor­der war was new to bear up un­der the aw­ful strain.

			Sul­li­van, who had been on top of the block­house, came down the lad­der al­most with­out touch­ing it. Blood was run­ning down his bare arm and drip­ping from the ends of his fin­gers.

			“Zane, Mar­tin has been shot,” he said hoarse­ly. “The same In­di­an who shot away these fin­gers did it. The bul­lets seem to come from some el­e­va­tion. Send some scout up there and find out where that damned In­di­an is hid­ing.”

			“Mar­tin shot? God, his poor wife! Is he dead?” said Silas.

			“Not yet. Ben­net is bring­ing him down. Here, I want this hand tied up, so that my gun won’t be so slip­pery.”

			Wet­zel was seen stalk­ing from one port­hole to an­oth­er. His fear­ful yell sound­ed above all the oth­ers. He seemed to bear a charmed life, for not a bul­let had so much as scratched him. Silas com­mu­ni­cat­ed to him what Sul­li­van had said. The hunter mount­ed the lad­der and went up on the roof. Soon he reap­peared, de­scend­ed in­to the room and ran in­to the west end of the block­house. He kneeled be­fore a port­hole through which he pushed the long black bar­rel of his ri­fle. Silas and Sul­li­van fol­lowed him and looked in the di­rec­tion in­di­cat­ed by his weapon. It point­ed to­ward the bushy top of a tall poplar tree which stood on the hill west of the Fort. Present­ly a lit­tle cloud of white smoke is­sued from the leafy branch­es, and it was no soon­er seen than Wet­zel’s ri­fle was dis­charged. There was a great com­mo­tion among the leaves, the branch­es swayed and thrashed, and then a dark body plunged down­ward to strike on the rocky slope of the bluff and roll swift­ly out of sight. The hunter’s un­nat­u­ral yell pealed out.

			“Great God! The man’s crazy,” cried Sul­li­van, star­ing at Wet­zel’s de­mon-like face.

			“No, no. It’s his way,” an­swered Silas.

			At that mo­ment the huge frame of Ben­net filled up the open­ing in the roof and start­ed down the lad­der. In one arm he car­ried the limp body of a young man. When he reached the floor he laid the body down and beck­oned to Mrs. Zane. Those watch­ing saw that the young man was Will Mar­tin, and that he was still alive. But it was ev­i­dent that he had not long to live. His face had a lead­en hue and his eyes were bright and glassy. Al­ice, his wife, flung her­self on her knees be­side him and ten­der­ly raised the droop­ing head. No words could ex­press the agony in her face as she raised it to Mrs. Zane. In it was a mute ap­peal, an un­ut­ter­able prayer for hope. Mrs. Zane turned sor­row­ful­ly to her task. There was no need of her skill here. Al­fred Clarke, who had been or­dered to take Mar­tin’s place on top of the block­house, paused a mo­ment in silent sym­pa­thy. When he saw that lit­tle hole in the bared chest, from which the blood welled up in an aw­ful stream, he shud­dered and passed on. Bet­ty looked up from her work and then turned away sick and faint. Her mute lips moved as if in prayer.

			Al­ice was left alone with her dy­ing hus­band. She ten­der­ly sup­port­ed his head on her bo­som, leaned her face against his and kissed the cold, numb lips. She mur­mured in­to his al­ready deaf ear the old ten­der names. He knew her, for he made a fee­ble ef­fort to pass his arm round her neck. A smile il­lu­mined his face. Then death claimed him. With wild, dis­tend­ed eyes and with hands pressed tight­ly to her tem­ples Al­ice rose slow­ly to her feet.

			“Oh, God! Oh, God!” she cried.

			Her prayer was an­swered. In a mo­men­tary lull in the bat­tle was heard the dead­ly hiss of a bul­let as it sped through one of the port­holes. It end­ed with a slight sick­en­ing spat as the lead struck the flesh. Then Al­ice, with­out a cry, fell on the hus­band’s breast. Silas Zane found her ly­ing dead with the body of her hus­band clasped close­ly in her arms. He threw a blan­ket over them and went on his weary­ing round of the bas­tions.

			

			The be­siegers had been great­ly ha­rassed and ham­pered by the con­tin­u­al fire from Col. Zane’s house. It was ex­ceed­ing­ly dif­fi­cult for the In­di­ans, and im­pos­si­ble for the British, to ap­proach near enough to the Colonel’s house to get an ef­fec­tive shot. Col. Zane and his men had the ad­van­tage of be­ing on high­er ground. Al­so they had four ri­fles to a man, and they used ev­ery spare mo­ment for reload­ing. Thus they were en­abled to pour a dead­ly fire in­to the ranks of the en­e­my, and to give the im­pres­sion of be­ing much stronger in force than they re­al­ly were.

			About dusk the fir­ing ceased and the In­di­ans re­paired to the riv­er bluff. Short­ly af­ter­ward their camp­fires were ex­tin­guished and all be­came dark and qui­et. Two hours passed. For­tu­nate­ly the clouds, which had at first ob­scured the moon, cleared away some­what and enough light was shed on the scene to en­able the watch­ers to dis­cern ob­jects near by.

			Col. Zane had just called to­geth­er his men for a con­fer­ence. He sus­pect­ed some cun­ning dev­il­try on part of the In­di­ans.

			“Sam, take what stuff to eat you can lay your hands on and go up to the loft. Keep a sharp look­out and re­port any­thing to Jonathan or me,” said the Colonel.

			All af­ter­noon Jonathan Zane had load­ed and fired his ri­fles in sullen and dogged de­ter­mi­na­tion. He had burst one ri­fle and dis­abled an­oth­er. The oth­er men were fine marks­men, but it was un­doubt­ed­ly Jonathan’s unerring aim that made the house so un­ap­proach­able. He used an ex­treme­ly heavy, large bore ri­fle. In the hands of a man strong enough to stand its fierce re­coil it was a ver­i­ta­ble can­non. The In­di­ans had soon learned to re­spect the range of that ri­fle, and they gave the cab­in a wide berth.

			But now that dark­ness had en­veloped the val­ley the ad­van­tage lay with the sav­ages. Col. Zane glanced ap­pre­hen­sive­ly at the black­ened face of his broth­er.

			“Do you think the Fort can hold out?” he asked in a husky voice. He was a bold man, but he thought now of his wife and chil­dren.

			“I don’t know,” an­swered Jonathan. “I saw that big Shawnee chief to­day. His name is Fire. He is well named. He is a fiend. Gir­ty has a picked band.”

			“The Fort has held out sur­pris­ing­ly well against such com­bined and fierce at­tacks. The In­di­ans are des­per­ate. You can eas­i­ly see that in the way in which they al­most threw their lives away. The green square is cov­ered with dead In­di­ans.”

			“If help does not come in twen­ty-four hours not one man will es­cape alive. Even Wet­zel could not break through that line of In­di­ans. But if we can hold the In­di­ans off a day longer they will get tired and dis­cour­aged. Gir­ty will not be able to hold them much longer. The British don’t count. It’s not their kind of war. They can’t shoot, and so far as I can see they haven’t done much dam­age.”

			“To your posts, men, and ev­ery man think of the wom­en and chil­dren in the block­house.”

			For a long time, which seemed hours to the wait­ing and watch­ing set­tlers, not a sound could be heard, nor any sign of the en­e­my seen. Thin clouds had again drift­ed over the moon, al­low­ing on­ly a pale, wan light to shine down on the val­ley. Time dragged on and the clouds grew thick­er and denser un­til the moon and the stars were to­tal­ly ob­scured. Still no sign or sound of the sav­ages.

			“What was that?” sud­den­ly whis­pered Col. Zane.

			“It was a low whis­tle from Sam. We’d bet­ter go up,” said Jonathan.

			They went up the stairs to the sec­ond floor from which they as­cend­ed to the loft by means of a lad­der. The loft was as black as pitch. In that Egyp­tian dark­ness it was no use to look for any­thing, so they crawled on their hands and knees over the piles of hides and leather which lay on the floor. When they reached the small win­dow they made out the form of the ne­gro.

			“What is it, Sam?” whis­pered Jonathan.

			“Look, see thar, Mas­sa Zane,” came the an­swer in a hoarse whis­per from the ne­gro and at the same time he point­ed down to­ward the ground.

			Col. Zane put his head along­side Jonathan’s and all three men peered out in­to the dark­ness.

			“Jack, can you see any­thing?” said Col. Zane.

			“No, but wait a minute un­til the moon throws a light.”

			A breeze had sprung up. The clouds were pass­ing rapid­ly over the moon, and at long in­ter­vals a rift be­tween the clouds let enough light through to bright­en the square for an in­stant.

			“Now, Mas­sa Zane, thar!” ex­claimed the slave.

			“I can’t see a thing. Can you, Jack?”

			“I am not sure yet. I can see some­thing, but whether it is a log or not I don’t know.”

			Just then there was a faint light like the bright­en­ing of a fire­fly, or like the blow­ing of a tiny spark from a stick of burn­ing wood. Jonathan ut­tered a low curse.

			“D——n ’em! At their old tricks with fire. I thought all this qui­et meant some­thing. The grass out there is full of In­di­ans, and they are car­ry­ing light­ed ar­rows un­der them so as to cov­er the light. But we’ll fool the red dev­ils this time.”

			“I can see ’em, Mas­sa Zane.”

			“Sh-h-h! no more talk,” whis­pered Col. Zane.

			The men wait­ed with cocked ri­fles. An­oth­er spark rose seem­ing­ly out of the earth. This time it was near­er the house. No soon­er had its fee­ble light dis­ap­peared than the re­port of the ne­gro’s ri­fle awoke the sleep­ing echoes. It was suc­ceed­ed by a yell which seemed to come from un­der the win­dow. Sev­er­al dark forms rose so sud­den­ly that they ap­peared to spring out of the ground. Then came the pe­cu­liar twang of In­di­an bows. There were show­ers of sparks and lit­tle streaks of fire with long tails like comets winged their par­a­bol­ic flight to­ward the cab­in. Fall­ing short they hissed and sput­tered in the grass. Jonathan’s ri­fle spoke and one of the flee­ing forms tum­bled to the earth. A se­ries of long yells from all around the Fort greet­ed this last shot, but not an In­di­an fired a ri­fle.

			Fire-tipped ar­rows were now shot at the block­house, but not one took ef­fect, al­though a few struck the stock­ade fence. Col. Zane had tak­en the pre­cau­tion to have the high grass and the clus­ters of gold­en­rod cut down all round the Fort. The wis­dom of this course now be­came ev­i­dent, for the wily sav­ages could not crawl near enough to send their fiery ar­rows on the roof of the block­house. This at­tempt fail­ing, the In­di­ans drew back to hatch up some oth­er plot to burn the Fort.

			“Look!” sud­den­ly ex­claimed Jonathan.

			Far down the road, per­haps five hun­dred yards from the Fort, a point of light had ap­peared. At first it was still, and then it took an odd jerky mo­tion, to this side and to that, up and down like a jack-o-lantern.

			“What the hell?” mut­tered Col. Zane, sore­ly puz­zled. “Jack, by all that’s strange it’s get­ting big­ger.”

			Sure enough the spark of fire, or what­ev­er it was, grew larg­er and larg­er. Col. Zane thought it might be a light car­ried by a man on horse­back. But if this were true where was the clat­ter of the horse’s hoofs? On that rocky bluff no horse could run noise­less­ly. It could not be a horse. Fas­ci­nat­ed and trou­bled by this new mys­tery which seemed to presage evil to them the watch­ers wait­ed with that pa­tience known on­ly to those ac­cus­tomed to dan­ger. They knew that what­ev­er it was, it was some sa­tan­ic strat­a­gem of the sav­ages, and that it would come all too soon.

			The light was now zigzag­ging back and forth across the road, and ap­proach­ing the Fort with mar­velous ra­pid­i­ty. Now its mo­tion was like the wide swing­ing of a light­ed lantern on a dark night. A mo­ment more of breath­less sus­pense and the lithe form of an In­di­an brave could be seen be­hind the light. He was run­ning with al­most in­cred­i­ble swift­ness down the road in the di­rec­tion of the Fort. Pass­ing at full speed with­in sev­en­ty-five yards of the stock­ade fence the In­di­an shot his ar­row. Like a fiery ser­pent fly­ing through the air the mis­sile sped on­ward in its grace­ful flight, go­ing clear over the block­house, and strik­ing with a spite­ful thud the roof of one of the cab­ins be­yond. Un­hurt by the vol­ley that was fired at him, the dar­ing brave passed swift­ly out of sight.

			Deeds like this were dear to the hearts of the sav­ages. They were deeds which made a war­rior of a brave, and for which hon­or any In­di­an would risk his life over and over again. The ex­ul­tant yells which greet­ed this per­for­mance pro­claimed its suc­cess.

			The breeze had al­ready fanned the smol­der­ing ar­row in­to a blaze and the dry roof of the cab­in had caught fire and was burn­ing fierce­ly.

			“That in­fer­nal red­skin is go­ing to do that again,” ejac­u­lat­ed Jonathan.

			It was in­deed true. That same small bright light could be seen com­ing down the road gath­er­ing head­way with ev­ery sec­ond. No doubt the same In­di­an, em­bold­ened by his suc­cess, and mad­dened with that thirst for glo­ry so of­ten fa­tal to his kind, was again mak­ing the ef­fort to fire the block­house.

			The eyes of Col. Zane and his com­pan­ions were fas­tened on the light as it came near­er and near­er with its chang­ing mo­tion. The burn­ing cab­in bright­ened the square be­fore the Fort. The slen­der, shad­owy fig­ure of the In­di­an could be plain­ly seen emerg­ing from the gloom. So swift­ly did he run that he seemed to have wings. Now he was in the full glare of the light. What a mag­nif­i­cent nerve, what a ter­ri­ble as­sur­ance there was in his ac­tion! It seemed to par­a­lyze all. The red ar­row emit­ted a show­er of sparks as it was dis­charged. This time it winged its way straight and true and imbed­ded it­self in the roof of the block­house.

			Al­most at the same in­stant a soli­tary ri­fle shot rang out and the dar­ing war­rior plunged head­long, slid­ing face down­ward in the dust of the road, while from the Fort came that de­mo­ni­ac yell now grown so fa­mil­iar.

			“Wet­zel’s com­pli­ments,” mut­tered Jonathan. “But the mis­chief is done. Look at that damned burn­ing ar­row. If it doesn’t blow out the Fort will go.”

			The ar­row was vis­i­ble, but it seemed a mere spark. It al­ter­nate­ly paled and glowed. One mo­ment it al­most went out, and the next it gleamed bright­ly. To the men, com­pelled to look on and pow­er­less to pre­vent the burn­ing of the now ap­par­ent­ly doomed block­house, that spark was like the eye of Hell.

			“Ho, the Fort,” yelled Col. Zane with all the pow­er of his strong lungs. “Ho, Silas, the roof is on fire!”

			Pan­de­mo­ni­um had now bro­ken out among the In­di­ans. They could be plain­ly seen in the red glare thrown by the burn­ing cab­in. It had been a very dry sea­son, the rough shin­gles were like tin­der, and the in­flammable ma­te­ri­al burst quick­ly in­to great flames, light­ing up the val­ley as far as the edge of the for­est. It was an awe-in­spir­ing and a hor­ri­ble spec­ta­cle. Col­umns of yel­low and black smoke rolled heav­en­ward; ev­ery ob­ject seemed dyed a deep crim­son; the trees as­sumed fan­tas­tic shapes; the riv­er veiled it­self un­der a red glow. Above the roar­ing and crack­ling of the flames rose the in­hu­man yelling of the sav­ages. Like demons of the in­fer­no they ran to and fro, their naked paint­ed bod­ies shin­ing in the glare. One group of sav­ages formed a cir­cle and danced hands-around a stump as gay­ly as a band of school­girls at a May par­ty. They wres­tled with and hugged one an­oth­er; they hopped, skipped and jumped, and in ev­ery pos­si­ble way man­i­fest­ed their fiendish joy.

			The British took no part in this rev­el­ry. To their cred­it it must be said they kept in the back­ground as though ashamed of this hor­ri­ble fire-war on peo­ple of their own blood.

			“Why don’t they fire the can­non?” im­pa­tient­ly said Col. Zane. “Why don’t they do some­thing?”

			“Per­haps it is dis­abled, or maybe they are short of am­mu­ni­tion,” sug­gest­ed Jonathan.

			“The block­house will burn down be­fore our eyes. Look! The hell­hounds have set fire to the fence. I see men run­ning and throw­ing wa­ter.”

			“I see some­thing on the roof of the block­house,” cried Jonathan. “There, down to­wards the east end of the roof and in the shad­ow of the chim­ney. And as I’m a liv­ing sin­ner it’s a man crawl­ing to­wards that blaz­ing ar­row. The In­di­ans have not dis­cov­ered him yet. He is still in the shad­ow. But they’ll see him. God! What a nervy thing to do in the face of all those red­skins. It is al­most cer­tain death!”

			“Yes, and they see him,” said the Colonel.

			With shrill yells the In­di­ans bound­ed for­ward and aimed and fired their ri­fles at the crouch­ing fig­ure of the man. Some hid be­hind the logs they had rolled to­ward the Fort; oth­ers bold­ly faced the steady fire now pour­ing from the port­holes. The sav­ages saw in the move­ment of that man an at­tempt to de­feat their long-cher­ished hope of burn­ing the Fort. See­ing he was dis­cov­ered, the man did not hes­i­tate, nor did he lose a sec­ond. Swift­ly he jumped and ran to­ward the end of the roof where the burn­ing ar­row, now sur­round­ed by blaz­ing shin­gles, was stick­ing in the roof. How he ev­er ran along that slant­ing roof and with a pail in his hand was in­com­pre­hen­si­ble. In mo­ments like that men be­come su­per­hu­man. It all hap­pened in an in­stant. He reached the ar­row, kicked it over the wall, and then dashed the buck­et of wa­ter on the blaz­ing shin­gles. In that sin­gle in­stant, where­in his tall form was out­lined against the bright light be­hind him, he pre­sent­ed the fairest kind of a mark for the In­di­ans. Scores of ri­fles were lev­eled and dis­charged at him. The bul­lets pat­tered like hail on the roof of the block­house, but ap­par­ent­ly none found their mark, for the man ran back and dis­ap­peared.

			“It was Clarke!” ex­claimed Col. Zane. “No one but Clarke has such light hair. Wasn’t that a plucky thing?”

			“It has saved the block­house for tonight,” an­swered Jonathan. “See, the In­di­ans are fall­ing back. They can’t stand in the face of that shoot­ing. Hur­rah! Look at them fall! It could not have hap­pened bet­ter. The light from the cab­in will pre­vent any more close at­tacks for an hour and day­light is near.”

		
	
		
			XIV

			The sun rose red. Its rud­dy rays peeped over the east­ern hills, kissed the tree­tops, glint­ed along the stony bluffs, and chased away the gloom of night from the val­ley. Its warm gleams pen­e­trat­ed the port­holes of the Fort and cast long bright shad­ows on the walls; but it brought lit­tle cheer to the sleep­less and al­most ex­haust­ed de­fend­ers. It brought to many of the set­tlers the fa­mil­iar old sailor’s max­im: “Red­ness ’a the morn­ing, sailor’s warn­ing.” Ris­ing in its crim­son glo­ry the sun flood­ed the val­ley, dye­ing the riv­er, the leaves, the grass, the stones, tinge­ing ev­ery­thing with that aw­ful col­or which stained the stairs, the bench­es, the floor, even the port­holes of the block­house.

			His­to­ri­ans call this the time that tried men’s souls. If it tried the men think what it must have been to those grand, hero­ic wom­en. Though they had helped the men load and fire near­ly forty-eight hours; though they had worked with­out a mo­ment’s rest and were now ready to suc­cumb to ex­haus­tion; though the long room was full of sti­fling smoke and the sick­en­ing odor of burned wood and pow­der, and though the row of silent, cov­ered bod­ies had steadi­ly length­ened, the thought of giv­ing up nev­er oc­curred to the wom­en. Death there would be sweet com­pared to what it would be at the hands of the red­men.

			At sun­rise Silas Zane, bare-chest­ed, his face dark and fierce, strode in­to the bas­tion which was con­nect­ed with the block­house. It was a small shed­like room, and with port­holes open­ing to the riv­er and the for­est. This bas­tion had seen the sever­est fight­ing. Five men had been killed here. As Silas en­tered four hag­gard and pow­der-be­grimed men, who were kneel­ing be­fore the port­holes, looked up at him. A dead man lay in one cor­ner.

			“Smith’s dead. That makes fif­teen,” said Silas. “Fif­teen out of forty-two, that leaves twen­ty-sev­en. We must hold out. Men, don’t ex­pose your­selves reck­less­ly. How goes it at the south bas­tion?”

			“All right. There’s been firin’ over there all night,” an­swered one of the men. “I guess it’s been kinder warm over that way. But I ain’t heard any shootin’ for some time.”

			“Young Ben­net is over there, and if the men need­ed any­thing they would send him for it,” an­swered Silas. “I’ll send some food and wa­ter. Any­thing else?”

			“Pow­der. We’re nigh out of pow­der,” replied the man ad­dressed. “And we might jes as well make ready fer a high old time. The red dev­ils hain’t been qui­et all this last hour fer noth­in’.”

			Silas passed along the nar­row hall­way which led from the bas­tion in­to the main room of the block­house. As he turned the cor­ner at the head of the stair­way he en­coun­tered a boy who was drag­ging him­self up the steps.

			“Hel­lo! Who’s this? Why, Har­ry!” ex­claimed Silas, grasp­ing the boy and draw­ing him in­to the room. Once in the light Silas saw that the lad was so weak he could hard­ly stand. He was cov­ered with blood. It dripped from a ban­dage wound tight­ly about his arm; it oozed through a hole in his hunt­ing shirt, and it flowed from a wound over his tem­ple. The shad­ow of death was al­ready steal­ing over the pal­lid face, but from the grey eyes shone an in­domitable spir­it, a spir­it which noth­ing but death could quench.

			“Quick!” the lad pant­ed. “Send men to the south wall. The red­skins are breakin’ in where the wa­ter from the spring runs un­der the fence.”

			“Where are Met­zar and the oth­er men?”

			“Dead! Killed last night. I’ve been there alone all night. I kept on shootin’. Then I gets plugged here un­der the chin. Knowin’ it’s all up with me I de­sert­ed my post when I heard the In­juns chop­pin’ on the fence where it was on fire last night. But I on­ly—run—be­cause—they’re get­tin’ in.”

			“Wet­zel, Ben­net, Clarke!” yelled Silas, as he laid the boy on the bench.

			Al­most as Silas spoke the tall form of the hunter con­front­ed him. Clarke and the oth­er men were al­most as prompt.

			“Wet­zel, run to the south wall. The In­di­ans are cut­ting a hole through the fence.”

			Wet­zel turned, grabbed his ri­fle and an axe and was gone like a flash.

			“Sul­li­van, you han­dle the men here. Bessie, do what you can for this brave lad. Come, Ben­net, Clarke, we must fol­low Wet­zel,” com­mand­ed Silas.

			Mrs. Zane has­tened to the side of the faint­ing lad. She washed away the blood from the wound over his tem­ple. She saw that a bul­let had glanced on the bone and that the wound was not deep or dan­ger­ous. She un­laced the hunt­ing shirt at the neck and pulled the flaps apart. There on the right breast, on a line with the apex of the lung, was a hor­ri­ble gap­ing wound. A mur­der­ous British slug had passed through the lad. From the hole at ev­ery heart­beat poured the dark, crim­son life­tide. Mrs. Zane turned her white face away for a sec­ond; then she fold­ed a small piece of linen, pressed it tight­ly over the wound, and wrapped a tow­el round the lad’s breast.

			“Don’t waste time on me. It’s all over,” he whis­pered. “Will you call Bet­ty here a minute?”

			Bet­ty came, white-faced and hor­ror-strick­en. For forty hours she had been liv­ing in a maze of ter­ror. Her move­ments had al­most be­come me­chan­i­cal. She had al­most ceased to hear and feel. But the light in the eyes of this dy­ing boy brought her back to the hor­ri­ble re­al­i­ty of the present.

			“Oh, Har­ry! Har­ry! Har­ry!” was all Bet­ty could whis­per.

			“I’m goin’, Bet­ty. And I want­ed—you to say a lit­tle prayer for me—and say good­bye to me,” he pant­ed.

			Bet­ty knelt by the bench and tried to pray.

			“I hat­ed to run, Bet­ty, but I wait­ed and wait­ed and no­body came, and the In­juns was get­ting’ in. They’ll find dead In­juns in piles out there. I was shootin’ fer you, Bet­ty, and ev­ery time I aimed I thought of you.”

			The lad ram­bled on, his voice grow­ing weak­er and weak­er and fi­nal­ly ceas­ing. The hand which had clasped Bet­ty’s so close­ly loos­ened its hold. His eyes closed. Bet­ty thought he was dead, but no! he still breathed. Sud­den­ly his eyes opened. The shad­ow of pain was gone. In its place shone a beau­ti­ful ra­di­ance.

			“Bet­ty, I’ve cared a lot for you—and I’m dyin’—hap­py be­cause I’ve fought fer you—and some­thin’ tells me—you’ll—be saved. Good­bye.” A smile trans­formed his face and his gray eyes gazed steadi­ly in­to hers. Then his head fell back. With a sigh his brave spir­it fled.

			Hugh Ben­net looked once at the pale face of his son, then he ran down the stairs af­ter Silas and Clarke. When the three men emerged from be­hind Capt. Bog­gs’s cab­in, which was ad­ja­cent to the block­house, and which hid the south wall from their view, they were two hun­dred feet from Wet­zel. They heard the heavy thump of a log be­ing rammed against the fence; then a split­ting and splin­ter­ing of one of the six-inch oak planks. An­oth­er and an­oth­er smash­ing blow and the low­er half of one of the planks fell in­wards, leav­ing an aper­ture large enough to ad­mit an In­di­an. The men dashed for­ward to the as­sis­tance of Wet­zel, who stood by the hole with up­raised axe. At the same mo­ment a shot rang out. Ben­net stum­bled and fell head­long. An In­di­an had shot through the hole in the fence. Silas and Al­fred sheered off to­ward the fence, out of line. When with­in twen­ty yards of Wet­zel they saw a swarthy-faced and ath­let­ic sav­age squeeze through the nar­row crevice. He had not straight­ened up be­fore the axe, wield­ed by the gi­ant hunter, de­scend­ed on his head, crack­ing his skull as if it were an eggshell. The sav­age sank to the earth with­out even a moan. An­oth­er sav­age, naked and pow­er­ful, slipped in. He had to stoop to get through. He raised him­self, and see­ing Wet­zel, he tried to dodge the light­ning sweep of the axe. It missed his head, at which it had been aimed, but struck just over the shoul­ders, and buried it­self in flesh and bone. The In­di­an ut­tered an ag­o­niz­ing yell which end­ed in a chok­ing, gur­gling sound as the blood spurt­ed from his throat. Wet­zel pulled the weapon from the body of his vic­tim, and with the same mo­tion he swung it around. This time the blunt end met the next In­di­an’s head with a thud like that made by the butch­er when he strikes the bul­lock to the ground. The In­di­an’s ri­fle dropped, his tom­a­hawk flew in­to the air, while his body rolled down the lit­tle em­bank­ment in­to the spring. An­oth­er and an­oth­er In­di­an met the same fate. Then two In­di­ans en­deav­ored to get through the aper­ture. The aw­ful axe swung by those steel arms dis­patched both of them in the twin­kling of an eye. Their bod­ies stuck in the hole.

			Silas and Al­fred stood riv­et­ed to the spot. Just then Wet­zel in all his hor­ri­ble glo­ry was a sight to freeze the mar­row of any man. He had cast aside his hunt­ing shirt in that run to the fence and was now stripped to the waist. He was cov­ered with blood. The mus­cles of his broad back and his brawny arms swelled and rip­pled un­der the brown skin. At ev­ery swing of the gory axe he let out a yell the like of which had nev­er be­fore been heard by the white men. It was the hunter’s mad yell of re­venge. In his thirst for vengeance he had for­got­ten that he was de­fend­ing the Fort with its wom­en and its chil­dren; he was fight­ing be­cause he loved to kill.

			Silas Zane heard the in­creas­ing clam­or out­side and knew that hun­dreds of In­di­ans were be­ing drawn to the spot. Some­thing must be done at once. He looked around and his eyes fell on a pile of white oak logs that had been hauled in­side the Fort. They had been placed there by Col. Zane, with wise fore­thought. Silas grabbed Clarke and pulled him to­ward the pile of logs, at the same time com­mu­ni­cat­ing his plan. To­geth­er they car­ried a log to the fence and dropped it in front of the hole. Wet­zel im­me­di­ate­ly stepped on it and took a vi­cious swing at an In­di­an who was try­ing to poke his ri­fle side­ways through the hole. This In­di­an had dis­charged his weapon twice. While Wet­zel held the In­di­ans at bay, Silas and Clarke piled the logs one up­on an­oth­er, un­til the hole was closed. This ef­fec­tu­al­ly for­ti­fied and bar­ri­cad­ed the weak place in the stock­ade fence. The set­tlers in the bas­tions were now pour­ing such a hot fire in­to the ranks of the sav­ages that they were com­pelled to re­treat out of range.

			While Wet­zel washed the blood from his arms and his shoul­ders Silas and Al­fred hur­ried back to where Ben­net had fall­en. They ex­pect­ed to find him dead, and were over­joyed to see the big set­tler calm­ly sit­ting by the brook bind­ing up a wound in his shoul­der.

			“It’s noth­in’ much. Jest a scratch, but it tum­bled me over,” he said. “I was comin’ to help you. That was the wust In­jun scrap I ev­er saw. Why didn’t you keep on let­tin’ ’em come in? The red varmints would’a kept on comin’ and Wet­zel was good fer the whole tribe. All you’d had to do was to drag the dead In­juns aside and give him el­bow room.”

			Wet­zel joined them at this mo­ment, and they hur­ried back to the block­house. The fir­ing had ceased on the bluff. They met Sul­li­van at the steps of the Fort. He was ev­i­dent­ly com­ing in search of them.

			“Zane, the In­di­ans and the British­ers are get­ting ready for more de­ter­mined and per­sis­tent ef­fort than any that has yet been made,” said Sul­li­van.

			“How so?” asked Silas.

			“They have got ham­mers from the black­smith’s shop, and they board­ed my boat and found a keg of nails. Now they are mak­ing a num­ber of lad­ders. If they make a rush all at once and place lad­ders against the fence we’ll have the Fort full of In­di­ans in ten min­utes. They can’t stand in the face of a can­non charge. We must use the can­non.”

			“Clarke, go in­to Capt. Bog­gs’s cab­in and fetch out two kegs of pow­der,” said Silas.

			The young man turned in the di­rec­tion of the cab­in, while Silas and the oth­ers as­cend­ed the stairs.

			“The fir­ing seems to be all on the south side,” said Silas, “and is not so heavy as it was.”

			“Yes, as I said, the In­di­ans on the riv­er front are busy with their new plans,” an­swered Sul­li­van.

			“Why does not Clarke re­turn?” said Silas, af­ter wait­ing a few mo­ments at the door of the long room. “We have no time to lose. I want to di­vide one keg of that pow­der among the men.”

			Clarke ap­peared at the mo­ment. He was breath­ing heav­i­ly as though he had run up the stairs, or was la­bor­ing un­der a pow­er­ful emo­tion. His face was gray.

			“I could not find any pow­der!” he ex­claimed. “I searched ev­ery nook and cor­ner in Capt. Bog­gs’s house. There is no pow­der there.”

			A brief si­lence en­sued. Ev­ery­one in the block­house heard the young man’s voice. No one moved. They all seemed wait­ing for some­one to speak. Fi­nal­ly Silas Zane burst out:

			“Not find it? You sure­ly could not have looked well. Capt. Bog­gs him­self told me there were three kegs of pow­der in the store­room. I will go and find it my­self.”

			Al­fred did not an­swer, but sat down on a bench with an odd numb feel­ing round his heart. He knew what was com­ing. He had been in the Cap­tain’s house and had seen those kegs of pow­der. He knew ex­act­ly where they had been. Now they were not on the ac­cus­tomed shelf, nor at any oth­er place in the store­room. While he sat there wait­ing for the aw­ful truth to dawn on the gar­ri­son, his eyes roved from one end of the room to the oth­er. At last they found what they were seek­ing. A young wom­an knelt be­fore a char­coal fire which she was blow­ing with a bel­lows. It was Bet­ty. Her face was pale and weary, her hair di­sheveled, her shape­ly arms black­ened with char­coal, but not­with­stand­ing she looked calm, res­o­lute, self-con­tained. Ly­dia was kneel­ing by her side hold­ing a bul­let mold on a block of wood. Bet­ty lift­ed the la­dle from the red coals and poured the hot met­al with a steady hand and an ad­mirable pre­ci­sion. Too much or too lit­tle lead would make an im­per­fect ball. The lit­tle mis­sile had to be just so for those soft met­al, smooth­bore ri­fles. Then Ly­dia dipped the mold in a buck­et of wa­ter, re­moved it and knocked it on the floor. A small, shiny lead bul­let rolled out. She rubbed it with a greasy rag and then dropped it in a jar. For near­ly forty hours, with­out sleep or rest, al­most with­out food, those brave girls had been at their post.

			Silas Zane came run­ning in­to the room. His face was ghast­ly, even his lips were white and drawn.

			“Sul­li­van, in God’s name, what can we do? The pow­der is gone!” he cried in a stri­dent voice.

			“Gone?” re­peat­ed sev­er­al voic­es.

			“Gone?” echoed Sul­li­van. “Where?”

			“God knows. I found where the kegs stood a few days ago. There were marks in the dust. They have been moved.”

			“Per­haps Bog­gs put them here some­where,” said Sul­li­van. “We will look.”

			“No use. No use. We were al­ways care­ful to keep the pow­der out of here on ac­count of fire. The kegs are gone, gone.”

			“Miller stole them,” said Wet­zel in his calm voice.

			“What dif­fer­ence does that make now?” burst out Silas, turn­ing pas­sion­ate­ly on the hunter, whose qui­et voice in that mo­ment seemed so un­feel­ing. “They’re gone!”

			In the si­lence which en­sued af­ter these words the men looked at each oth­er with slow­ly whiten­ing faces. There was no need of words. Their eyes told one an­oth­er what was com­ing. The fate which had over­tak­en so many bor­der forts was to be theirs. They were lost! And ev­ery man thought not of him­self, cared not for him­self, but for those in­no­cent chil­dren, those brave young girls and hero­ic wom­en.

			A man can die. He is glo­ri­ous when he calm­ly ac­cepts death; but when he fights like a tiger, when he stands at bay his back to the wall, a bro­ken weapon in his hand, bloody, de­fi­ant, game to the end, then he is sub­lime. Then he wrings re­spect from the souls of even his bit­ter­est foes. Then he is avenged even in his death.

			But what can wom­en do in times of war? They help, they cheer, they in­spire, and if their cause is lost they must ac­cept death or worse. Few wom­en have the courage for self-de­struc­tion. “To the vic­tor be­long the spoils,” and wom­en have ev­er been the spoils of war.

			No won­der Silas Zane and his men weak­ened in that mo­ment. With on­ly a few charges for their ri­fles and none for the can­non how could they hope to hold out against the sav­ages? Alone they could have drawn their tom­a­hawks and have made a dash through the lines of In­di­ans, but with the wom­en and the chil­dren that was im­pos­si­ble.

			“Wet­zel, what can we do? For God’s sake, ad­vise us!” said Silas hoarse­ly. “We can­not hold the Fort with­out pow­der. We can­not leave the wom­en here. We had bet­ter tom­a­hawk ev­ery wom­an in the block­house than let her fall in­to the hands of Gir­ty.”

			“Send some­one fer pow­der,” an­swered Wet­zel.

			“Do you think it pos­si­ble,” said Silas quick­ly, a ray of hope light­ing up his hag­gard fea­tures. “There’s plen­ty of pow­der in Eb’s cab­in. Whom shall we send? Who will vol­un­teer?”

			Three men stepped for­ward, and oth­ers made a move­ment.

			“They’d plug a man full of lead afore he’d get ten foot from the gate,” said Wet­zel. “I’d go my­self, but it wouldn’t do no good. Send a boy, and one as can run like a streak.”

			“There are no lads big enough to car­ry a keg of pow­der. Har­ry Ben­nett might go,” said Silas. “How is he, Bessie?”

			“He is dead,” an­swered Mrs. Zane.

			Wet­zel made a mo­tion with his hands and turned away. A short, in­tense si­lence fol­lowed this in­di­ca­tion of hope­less­ness from him. The wom­en un­der­stood, for some of them cov­ered their faces, while oth­ers sobbed.

			“I will go.”

			It was Bet­ty’s voice, and it rang clear and vi­brant through­out the room. The mis­er­able wom­en raised their droop­ing heads, thrilled by that fresh young voice. The men looked stu­pe­fied. Clarke seemed turned to stone. Wet­zel came quick­ly to­ward her.

			“Im­pos­si­ble!” said Sul­li­van.

			Silas Zane shook his head as if the idea were ab­surd.

			“Let me go, broth­er, let me go?” plead­ed Bet­ty as she placed her lit­tle hands soft­ly, ca­ress­ing­ly on her broth­er’s bare arm. “I know it is on­ly a for­lorn chance, but still it is a chance. Let me take it. I would rather die that way than re­main here and wait for death.”

			“Silas, it ain’t a bad plan,” broke in Wet­zel. “Bet­ty can run like a deer. And bein’ a wom­an they may let her get to the cab­in with­out shootin’.”

			Silas stood with arms fold­ed across his broad chest. As he gazed at his sis­ter great tears coursed down his dark cheeks and splashed on the hands which so ten­der­ly clasped his own. Bet­ty stood be­fore him trans­formed; all signs of weari­ness had van­ished; her eyes shone with a fate­ful re­solve; her white and ea­ger face was sur­pass­ing­ly beau­ti­ful with its light of hope, of prayer, of hero­ism.

			“Let me go, broth­er. You know I can run, and oh! I will fly to­day. Ev­ery mo­ment is pre­cious. Who knows? Per­haps Capt. Bog­gs is al­ready near at hand with help. You can­not spare a man. Let me go.”

			“Bet­ty, Heav­en bless and save you, you shall go,” said Silas.

			“No! No! Do not let her go!” cried Clarke, throw­ing him­self be­fore them. He was trem­bling, his eyes were wild, and he had the ap­pear­ance of a man sud­den­ly gone mad.

			“She shall not go,” he cried.

			“What au­thor­i­ty have you here?” de­mand­ed Silas Zane, stern­ly. “What right have you to speak?”

			“None, un­less it is that I love her and I will go for her,” an­swered Al­fred des­per­ate­ly.

			“Stand back!” cried Wet­zel, plac­ing his pow­er­ful hand on Clarke’s breast and push­ing him back­ward. “If you love her you don’t want to have her wait here for them red dev­ils,” and he waved his hand to­ward the riv­er. “If she gets back she’ll save the Fort. If she fails she’ll at least es­cape Gir­ty.”

			Bet­ty gazed in­to the hunter’s eyes and then in­to Al­fred’s. She un­der­stood both men. One was send­ing her out to her death be­cause he knew it would be a thou­sand times more mer­ci­ful than the fate which await­ed her at the hands of the In­di­ans. The oth­er had not the strength to watch her go to her death. He had of­fered him­self rather than see her take such fear­ful chances.

			“I know. If it were pos­si­ble you would both save me,” said Bet­ty, sim­ply. “Now you can do noth­ing but pray that God may spare my life long enough to reach the gate. Silas, I am ready.”

			Down­stairs a lit­tle group of white-faced men were stand­ing be­fore the gate­way. Silas Zane had with­drawn the iron bar. Sul­li­van stood ready to swing in the pon­der­ous gate. Wet­zel was speak­ing with a clear­ness and a ra­pid­i­ty which were won­der­ful un­der the cir­cum­stances.

			“When we let you out you’ll have a clear path. Run, but not very fast. Save your speed. Tell the Colonel to emp­ty a keg of pow­der in a ta­ble cloth. Throw it over your shoul­der and start back. Run like you was racin’ with me, and keep on comin’ if you do get hit. Now go!”

			The huge gate creaked and swung in. Bet­ty ran out, look­ing straight be­fore her. She had cov­ered half the dis­tance be­tween the Fort and the Colonel’s house when long taunt­ing yells filled the air.

			“Squaw! Waugh! Squaw! Waugh!” yelled the In­di­ans in con­tempt.

			Not a shot did they fire. The yells ran all along the riv­er front, show­ing that hun­dreds of In­di­ans had seen the slight fig­ure run­ning up the gen­tle slope to­ward the cab­in.

			Bet­ty obeyed Wet­zel’s in­struc­tions to the let­ter. She ran eas­i­ly and not at all hur­ried­ly, and was as cool as if there had not been an In­di­an with­in miles.

			Col. Zane had seen the gate open and Bet­ty come forth. When she bound­ed up the steps he flung open that door and she ran in­to his arms.

			“Betts, for God’s sake! What’s this?” he cried.

			“We are out of pow­der. Emp­ty a keg of pow­der in­to a ta­ble cloth. Quick! I’ve not a sec­ond to lose,” she an­swered, at the same time slip­ping off her out­er skirt. She want­ed noth­ing to hin­der that run for the block­house.

			Jonathan Zane heard Bet­ty’s first words and dis­ap­peared in­to the mag­a­zine room. He came out with a keg in his arms. With one blow of an axe he smashed in the top of the keg. In a twin­kling a long black stream of the pre­cious stuff was pil­ing up in a lit­tle hill in the cen­ter of the ta­ble. Then the cor­ners of the ta­ble cloth were caught up, turned and twist­ed, and the bag of pow­der was thrown over Bet­ty’s shoul­der.

			“Brave girl, so help me God, you are go­ing to do it!” cried Col. Zane, throw­ing open the door. “I know you can. Run as you nev­er ran in all your life.”

			Like an ar­row sprung from a bow Bet­ty flashed past the Colonel and out on the green. Scarce­ly ten of the long hun­dred yards had been cov­ered by her fly­ing feet when a roar of an­gry shouts and yells warned Bet­ty that the keen-eyed sav­ages saw the bag of pow­der and now knew they had been de­ceived by a girl. The crack­ing of ri­fles be­gan at a point on the bluff near­est Col. Zane’s house, and ex­tend­ed in a half cir­cle to the east­ern end of the clear­ing. The lead­en mes­sen­gers of Death whis­tled past Bet­ty. They sped be­fore her and be­hind her, scat­ter­ing peb­bles in her path, strik­ing up the dust, and plough­ing lit­tle fur­rows in the ground. A quar­ter of the dis­tance cov­ered! Bet­ty had passed the top of the knoll now and she was go­ing down the gen­tle slope like the wind. None but a fine marks­man could have hit that small, flit­ting fig­ure. The yelling and screech­ing had be­come deaf­en­ing. The re­ports of the ri­fles blend­ed in a roar. Yet above it all Bet­ty heard Wet­zel’s sten­to­ri­an yell. It lent wings to her feet. Half the dis­tance cov­ered! A hot, sting­ing pain shot through Bet­ty’s arm, but she heed­ed it not. The bul­lets were rain­ing about her. They sang over her head; hissed close to her ears, and cut the grass in front of her; they pat­tered like hail on the stock­ade fence, but still un­touched, un­harmed, the slen­der brown fig­ure sped to­ward the gate. Three-fourths of the dis­tance cov­ered! A tug at the fly­ing hair, and a long, black tress cut off by a bul­let, float­ed away on the breeze. Bet­ty saw the big gate swing; she saw the tall fig­ure of the hunter; she saw her broth­er. On­ly a few more yards! On! On! On! A blind­ing red mist ob­scured her sight. She lost the open­ing in the fence, but un­heed­ing she rushed on. An­oth­er sec­ond and she stum­bled; she felt her­self grasped by ea­ger arms; she heard the gate slam and the iron bar shoot in­to place; then she felt and heard no more.

			Silas Zane bound­ed up the stairs with a dou­bly pre­cious bur­den in his arms. A mighty cheer greet­ed his en­trance. It aroused Al­fred Clarke, who had bowed his head on the bench and had lost all sense of time and place. What were the wom­en sob­bing and cry­ing over? To whom be­longed that white face? Of course, it was the face of the girl he loved. The face of the girl who had gone to her death. And he writhed in his agony.

			Then some­thing won­der­ful hap­pened. A warm, liv­ing flush swept over that pale face. The eye­lids flut­tered; they opened, and the dark eyes, ra­di­ant, beau­ti­ful, gazed straight in­to Al­fred’s.

			Still Al­fred could not be­lieve his eyes. That pale face and the won­der­ful eyes be­longed to the ghost of his sweet­heart. They had come back to haunt him. Then he heard a voice.

			“O‑h! but that brown place burns!”

			Al­fred saw a bare and shape­ly arm. Its beau­ty was marred by a cru­el red welt. He heard that same sweet voice laugh and cry to­geth­er. Then he came back to life and hope. With one bound he sprang to a port­hole.

			“God, what a wom­an!” he said be­tween his teeth, as he thrust the ri­fle for­ward.

			It was in­deed not a time for in­ac­tion. The In­di­ans, re­al­iz­ing they had been tricked and had lost a gold­en op­por­tu­ni­ty, rushed at the Fort with re­newed en­er­gy. They at­tacked from all sides and with the per­sis­tent fury of sav­ages long dis­ap­point­ed in their hopes. They were re­ceived with a scathing, dead­ly fire. Bang! roared the can­non, and the de­tach­ment of sav­ages dropped their lad­ders and fled. The lit­tle “bull dog” was turned on its swiv­el and di­rect­ed at an­oth­er rush of In­di­ans. Bang! and the bul­lets, chain­links, and bits of iron ploughed through the ranks of the en­e­my. The In­di­ans nev­er lived who could stand in the face of well-aimed can­non-shot. They fell back. The set­tlers, in­spired, car­ried be­yond them­selves by the hero­ism of a girl, fought as they had nev­er fought be­fore. Ev­ery shot went to a red­skin’s heart. Im­pelled by the pow­der for which a brave girl had of­fered her life, guid­ed by hands and arms of iron, and aimed by eyes as fixed and stern as Fate, ev­ery bul­let shed the lifeblood of a war­rior.

			Slow­ly and sul­len­ly the red men gave way be­fore that fire. Foot by foot they re­tired. Gir­ty was seen no more. Fire, the Shawnee chief, lay dead in the road al­most in the same spot where two days be­fore his broth­er chief, Red Fox, had bit the dust. The British had long since re­treat­ed.

			When night came the ex­haust­ed and al­most fam­ished be­siegers sought rest and food.

			The moon came out clear and beau­ti­ful, as if ashamed of her traitor’s part of the night be­fore, and bright­ened up the val­ley, bathing the Fort, the riv­er, and the for­est in her sil­ver light.

			Short­ly af­ter day­break the next morn­ing the In­di­ans, de­spair­ing of suc­cess, held a pow­wow. While they were grouped in plain view of the gar­ri­son, and prob­a­bly con­fer­ring over the ques­tion of rais­ing the siege, the long, pe­cu­liar whoop of an In­di­an spy, who had been sent out to watch for the ap­proach of a re­lief par­ty, rang out. This seemed a sig­nal for re­treat. Scarce­ly had the shrill cry ceased to echo in the hills when the In­di­ans and the British, aban­don­ing their dead, moved rapid­ly across the riv­er.

			Af­ter a short in­ter­val a mount­ed force was seen gal­lop­ing up the creek road. It proved to be Capt. Bog­gs, Swearen­gen, and Williamson with sev­en­ty men. Great was the re­joic­ing! Capt. Bog­gs had ex­pect­ed to find on­ly the ash­es of the Fort. And the gal­lant lit­tle gar­ri­son, al­though sad­dened by the loss of half its orig­i­nal num­ber, re­joiced that it had re­pulsed the unit­ed forces of braves and British.

		
	
		
			XV

			Peace and qui­et reigned ones more at Ft. Hen­ry. Be­fore the glo­ri­ous au­tumn days had waned, the set­tlers had re­paired the dam­age done to their cab­ins, and many of them were now oc­cu­pied with the fall plow­ing. Nev­er had the Fort ex­pe­ri­enced such busy days. Many new faces were seen in the lit­tle meet­ing house. Pi­o­neers from Vir­ginia, from Ft. Pitt, and east­ward had learned that Fort Hen­ry had re­pulsed the big­gest force of In­di­ans and sol­diers that Gov­er­nor Hamil­ton and his min­ions could muster. Set­tlers from all points along the riv­er were flock­ing to Col. Zane’s set­tle­ment. New cab­ins dot­ted the hill­side; cab­ins and barns in all stages of con­struc­tion could be seen. The sounds of ham­mers, the ring­ing stroke of the axe, and the crash­ing down of mighty pines or poplars were heard all day long.

			Col. Zane sat of­ten­er and longer than ev­er be­fore in his fa­vorite seat on his doorstep. On this evening he had just re­turned from a hard day in the fields, and sat down to rest a mo­ment be­fore go­ing to sup­per. A few days pre­vi­ous Isaac Zane and My­eer­ah had come to the set­tle­ment. My­eer­ah brought a treaty of peace signed by Tarhe and the oth­er Wyan­dot chief­tains. The once im­pla­ca­ble Huron was now ready to be friend­ly with the white peo­ple. Col. Zane and his broth­ers signed the treaty, and Bet­ty, by dint of much per­sua­sion, pre­vailed on Wet­zel to bury the hatch­et with the Hurons. So My­eer­ah’s love, like the love of many oth­er wom­en, ac­com­plished more than years of war and blood­shed.

			The ge­nial and hap­py smile nev­er left Col. Zane’s face, and as he saw the well-laden rafts com­ing down the riv­er, and the air of live­li­ness and an­i­ma­tion about the grow­ing set­tle­ment, his smile broad­ened in­to one of pride and sat­is­fac­tion. The prophe­cy that he had made twelve years be­fore was ful­filled. His dream was re­al­ized. The wild, beau­ti­ful spot where he had once built a bark shack and camped half a year with­out see­ing a white man was now the scene of a bustling set­tle­ment; and he be­lieved he would live to see that set­tle­ment grow in­to a pros­per­ous city. He did not think of the thou­sands of acres which would one day make him a wealthy man. He was a pi­o­neer at heart; he had opened up that rich new coun­try; he had con­quered all ob­sta­cles, and that was enough to make him con­tent.

			“Pa­pa, when shall I be big enough to fight bars and buf­flers and In­juns?” asked Noah, stop­ping in his play and strad­dling his fa­ther’s knee.

			“My boy, did you not have In­di­ans enough a short time ago?”

			“But, pa­pa, I did not get to see any. I heard the shoot­ing and yelling. Sam­my was afraid, but I wasn’t. I want­ed to look out of the lit­tle holes, but they locked us up in the dark room.”

			“If that boy ev­er grows up to be like Jonathan or Wet­zel it will be the death of me,” said the Colonel’s wife, who had heard the lad’s chat­ter.

			“Don’t wor­ry, Bessie. When Noah grows to be a man the In­di­ans will be gone.”

			Col. Zane heard the gal­lop­ing of a horse and look­ing up saw Clarke com­ing down the road on his black thor­ough­bred. The Colonel rose and walked out to the hitch­ing block, where Clarke had reined in his fiery steed.

			“Ah, Al­fred. Been out for a ride?”

			“Yes, I have been giv­ing Roger a lit­tle ex­er­cise.”

			“That’s a mag­nif­i­cent an­i­mal. I nev­er get tired watch­ing him move. He’s the best bit of horse­flesh on the riv­er. By the way, we have not seen much of you since the siege. Of course you have been busy. Get­ting ready to put on the har­ness, eh? Well, that’s what we want the young men to do. Come over and see us.”

			“I have been try­ing to come. You know how it is with me—about Bet­ty, I mean. Col. Zane, I—I love her. That’s all.”

			“Yes, I know, Al­fred, and I don’t won­der at your fears. But I have al­ways liked you, and now I guess it’s about time for me to put a spoke in your wheel of for­tune. If Bet­ty cares for you—and I have a sneak­ing idea she does—I will give her to you.”

			“I have noth­ing. I gave up ev­ery­thing when I left home.”

			“My lad, nev­er mind about that,” said the Colonel, lay­ing his hand on Clarke’s knee. “We don’t need rich­es. I have so of­ten said that we need noth­ing out here on the bor­der but hon­est hearts and strong, will­ing hands. These you have. That is enough for me and for my peo­ple, and as for land, why, I have enough for an army of young men. I got my land cheap. That whole is­land there I bought from Corn­planter. You can have that is­land or any tract of land along the riv­er. Some day I shall put you at the head of my men. It will take you years to cut that road through to Maysville. Oh, I have plen­ty of work for you.”

			“Col. Zane, I can­not thank you,” an­swered Al­fred, with emo­tion. “I shall try to mer­it your friend­ship and es­teem. Will you please tell your sis­ter I shall come over in the morn­ing and beg to see her alone.”

			“That I will, Al­fred. Good­night.”

			Col. Zane strode across his thresh­old with a hap­py smile on his face. He loved to joke and tease, and nev­er lost an op­por­tu­ni­ty.

			“Things seem to be work­ing out all right. Now for some fun with Her High­ness,” he said to him­self.

			As the Colonel sur­veyed the pleas­ant home scene he felt he had noth­ing more to wish for. The young­sters were play­ing with a shag­gy lit­tle pup which had al­ready tak­en Tige’s place in their fick­le af­fec­tions. His wife was croon­ing a lul­la­by as she gen­tly rocked the cra­dle to and fro. A won­der­ful mite of hu­man­i­ty peace­ful­ly slum­bered in that old cra­dle. An­nie was be­gin­ning to set the ta­ble for the evening meal. Isaac lay with a con­tent­ed smile on his face, fast asleep on the couch, where, on­ly a short time be­fore, he had been laid bleed­ing and al­most dead. Bet­ty was read­ing to My­eer­ah, whose eyes were rap­tur­ous­ly bright as she leaned her head against her sis­ter and lis­tened to the low voice.

			“Well, Bet­ty, what do you think?” said Col. Zane, stop­ping be­fore the girls.

			“What do I think?” re­tort­ed Bet­ty. “Why, I think you are very rude to in­ter­rupt me. I am read­ing to My­eer­ah her first nov­el.”

			“I have a very im­por­tant mes­sage for you.”

			“For me? What! From whom?”

			“Guess.”

			Bet­ty ran through a list of most of her ac­quain­tances, but af­ter each name her broth­er shook his head.

			“Oh, well, I don’t care,” she fi­nal­ly said. The col­or in her cheeks had height­ened no­tice­ably.

			“Very well. If you do not care, I will say noth­ing more,” said Col. Zane.

			At this junc­ture An­nie called them to sup­per. Lat­er, when Col. Zane sat on the doorstep smok­ing, Bet­ty came and sat be­side him with her head rest­ing against his shoul­der. The Colonel smoked on in si­lence. Present­ly the dusky head moved rest­less­ly.

			“Eb, tell me the mes­sage,” whis­pered Bet­ty.

			“Mes­sage? What mes­sage?” asked Col. Zone. “What are you talk­ing about?”

			“Do not tease—not now. Tell me.” There was an un­der­cur­rent of wist­ful­ness in Bet­ty’s voice which touched the kind­heart­ed broth­er.

			“Well, to­day a cer­tain young man asked me if he could re­lieve me of the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty of look­ing af­ter a cer­tain young la­dy.”

			“Oh—”

			“Wait a mo­ment. I told him I would be de­light­ed.”

			“Eb, that was un­kind.”

			“Then he asked me to tell her he was com­ing over to­mor­row morn­ing to fix it up with her.”

			“Oh, hor­ri­ble!” cried Bet­ty. “Were those the words he used?”

			“Betts, to tell the hon­est truth, he did not say much of any­thing. He just said: ‘I love her,’ and his eyes blazed.”

			Bet­ty ut­tered a half ar­tic­u­late cry and ran to her room. Her heart was throb­bing. What could she do? She felt that if she looked once in­to her lover’s eyes she would have no strength. How dared she al­low her­self to be so weak! Yet she knew this was the end. She could de­ceive him no longer. For she felt a stir in her heart, stronger than all, be­yond all re­sis­tance, an ex­quis­ite agony, the sweet, blind, tu­mul­tuous ex­ul­ta­tion of the wom­an who loves and is loved.

			

			“Bess, what do you think?” said Col. Zane, go­ing in­to the kitchen next morn­ing, af­ter he had re­turned from the pas­ture. “Clarke just came over and asked for Bet­ty. I called her. She came down look­ing as sweet and cool as one of the lilies out by the spring. She said: ‘Why, Mr. Clarke, you are al­most a stranger. I am pleased to see you. In­deed, we are all very glad to know you have re­cov­ered from your se­vere burns.’ She went on talk­ing like that for all the world like a girl who didn’t care a snap for him. And she knows as well as I do. Not on­ly that, she has been ac­tu­al­ly break­ing her heart over him all these months. How did she do it? Oh, you wom­en beat me all hol­low!”

			“Would you ex­pect Bet­ty to fall in­to his arms?” asked the Colonel’s wor­thy spouse, in­dig­nant­ly.

			“Not ex­act­ly. But she was too cool, too friend­ly. Poor Al­fred looked as if he hadn’t slept. He was ner­vous and scared to death. When Bet­ty ran up­stairs I put a bug in Al­fred’s ear. He’ll be all right now, if he fol­lows my ad­vice.”

			“Humph! What did Colonel Ebenez­er Zane tell him?” asked Bessie, in dis­gust.

			“Oh, not much. I sim­ply told him not to lose his nerve; that a wom­an nev­er meant ‘no’; that she of­ten says it on­ly to be made say ‘yes.’ And I end­ed up with telling him if she got a lit­tle skit­tish, as thor­ough­breds do some­times, to try a strong arm. That was my way.”

			“Col. Zane, if my mem­o­ry does not fail me, you were as hum­ble and be­seech­ing as the proud­est girl could de­sire.”

			“I be­seech­ing? Nev­er!”

			“I hope Al­fred’s woo­ing may go well. I like him very much. But I’m afraid. Bet­ty has such a spir­it that it is quite like­ly she will refuse him for no oth­er rea­son than that he built his cab­in be­fore he asked her.”

			“Non­sense. He asked her long ago. Nev­er fear, Bess, my sis­ter will come back as meek as a lamb.”

			Mean­while Bet­ty and Al­fred were strolling down the fa­mil­iar path to­ward the riv­er. The Oc­to­ber air was fresh with a sus­pi­cion of frost. The clear notes of a hunter’s horn came float­ing down from the hills. A flock of wild geese had alight­ed on the marshy ground at the end of the is­land where they kept up a con­tin­u­al honk! honk! The brown hills, the red for­est, and the yel­low fields were now at the height of their au­tum­nal beau­ty. Soon the No­vem­ber north wind would thrash the trees bare, and bow the proud heads of the daisies and the gold­en­rod; but just now they flashed in the sun, and swayed back and forth in all their glo­ry.

			“I see you limp. Are you not en­tire­ly well?” Bet­ty was say­ing.

			“Oh, I am get­ting along fa­mous­ly, thank you,” said Al­fred. “This one foot was quite se­vere­ly burned and is still ten­der.”

			“You have had your share of in­juries. I heard my broth­er say you had been wound­ed three times with­in a year.”

			“Four times.”

			“Jonathan told of the axe wound; then the wound Miller gave you, and fi­nal­ly the burns. These make three, do they not?”

			“Yes, but you see, all three could not be com­pared to the one you for­got to men­tion.”

			“Let us hur­ry past here,” said Bet­ty, has­ten­ing to change the sub­ject. “This is where you had the dread­ful fight with Miller.”

			“As Miller did go to meet Gir­ty, and as he did not re­turn to the Fort with the rene­gade, we must be­lieve he is dead. Of course, we do not know this to be ac­tu­al­ly a fact. But some­thing makes me think so. Jonathan and Wet­zel have not said any­thing; I can’t get any sat­is­fac­tion on that score from ei­ther; but I am sure nei­ther of them would rest un­til Miller was dead.”

			“I think you are right. But we may nev­er know. All I can tell you is that Wet­zel and Jack trailed Miller to the riv­er, and then they both came back. I was the last to see Lewis that night be­fore he left on Miller’s trail. It isn’t like­ly I shall for­get what Lewis said and how he looked. Miller was a wicked man; yes, a traitor.”

			“He was a bad man, and he near­ly suc­ceed­ed in ev­ery one of his plans. I have not the slight­est doubt that had he re­frained from tak­ing part in the shoot­ing match he would have suc­ceed­ed in ab­duct­ing you, in killing me, and in lead­ing Gir­ty here long be­fore he was ex­pect­ed.”

			“There are many things that may nev­er be ex­plained, but one thing Miller did al­ways mys­ti­fies us. How did he suc­ceed in bind­ing Tige?”

			“To my way of think­ing that was not so dif­fi­cult as climb­ing in­to my room and al­most killing me, or steal­ing the pow­der from Capt. Bog­gs’s room.”

			“The last, at least, gave me a chance to help,” said Bet­ty, with a touch of her odd rogu­ish­ness.

			“That was the grand­est thing a wom­an ev­er did,” said Al­fred, in a low tone.

			“Oh, no, I on­ly ran fast.”

			“I would have giv­en the world to have seen you, but I was ly­ing on the bench wish­ing I were dead. I did not have strength to look out of a port­hole. Oh! that hor­ri­ble time! I can nev­er for­get it. I lie awake at night and hear the yelling and shoot­ing. Then I dream of run­ning over the burn­ing roofs and it all comes back so vivid­ly I can al­most feel the flames and smell the burnt wood. Then I wake up and think of that aw­ful mo­ment when you were car­ried in­to the block­house white, and, as I thought, dead.”

			“But I wasn’t. And I think it best for us to for­get that hor­ri­ble siege. It is past. It is a mir­a­cle that any­one was spared. Ebenez­er says we should not grieve for those who are gone; they were hero­ic; they saved the Fort. He says too, that we shall nev­er again be trou­bled by In­di­ans. There­fore let us for­get and be hap­py. I have for­got­ten Miller. You can af­ford to do the same.”

			“Yes, I for­give him.” Then, af­ter a long si­lence, Al­fred con­tin­ued, “Will you go down to the old sycamore?”

			Down the wind­ing path they went. Com­ing to a steep place in the rocky bank Al­fred jumped down and then turned to help Bet­ty. But she avoid­ed his gaze, pre­tend­ed to not see his out­stretched hands, and leaped light­ly down be­side him. He looked at her with per­plex­i­ty and anx­i­ety in his eyes. Be­fore he could speak she ran on ahead of him and climbed down the bank to the pool. He fol­lowed slow­ly, thought­ful­ly. The supreme mo­ment had come. He knew it, and some­how he did not feel the con­fi­dence the Colonel had in­spired in him. It had been easy for him to think of sub­du­ing this im­pe­ri­ous young la­dy; but when the time came to as­sert his will he found he could not re­mem­ber what he had in­tend­ed to say, and his feel­ings were di­vid­ed be­tween his love for her and the hor­ri­ble fear that he should lose her.

			When he reached the sycamore tree he found her sit­ting be­hind it with a clus­ter of yel­low daisies in her lap. Al­fred gazed at her, con­scious that all his hopes of hap­pi­ness were de­pen­dent on the next few words that would is­sue from her smil­ing lips. The lit­tle brown hands, which were now rather ner­vous­ly ar­rang­ing the flow­ers, held more than his life.

			“Are they not sweet?” asked Bet­ty, giv­ing him a fleet­ing glance. “We call them ‘black-eyed Su­sans.’ Could any­thing be love­li­er than that soft, dark brown?”

			“Yes,” an­swered Al­fred, look­ing in­to her eyes.

			“But—but you are not look­ing at my daisies at all,” said Bet­ty, low­er­ing her eyes.

			“No, I am not,” said Al­fred. Then sud­den­ly: “A year ago this very day we were here.”

			“Here? Oh, yes, I be­lieve I do re­mem­ber. It was the day we came in my ca­noe and had such fine fish­ing.”

			“Is that all you re­mem­ber?”

			“I can rec­ol­lect noth­ing in par­tic­u­lar. It was so long ago.”

			“I sup­pose you will say you had no idea why I want­ed you to come to this spot in par­tic­u­lar.”

			“I sup­posed you sim­ply want­ed to take a walk, and it is very pleas­ant here.”

			“Then Col. Zane did not tell you?” de­mand­ed Al­fred. Re­ceiv­ing no re­ply he went on.

			“Did you read my let­ter?”

			“What let­ter?”

			“The let­ter old Sam should have giv­en you last fall. Did you read it?”

			“Yes,” an­swered Bet­ty, faint­ly.

			“Did your broth­er tell you I want­ed to see you this morn­ing?”

			“Yes, he told me, and it made me very an­gry,” said Bet­ty, rais­ing her head. There was a bright red spot in each cheek. “You—you seemed to think you—that I—well—I did not like it.”

			“I think I un­der­stand; but you are en­tire­ly wrong. I have nev­er thought you cared for me. My wildest dreams nev­er left me any con­fi­dence. Col. Zane and Wet­zel both had some de­lud­ed no­tion that you cared—”

			“But they had no right to say that or to think it,” said Bet­ty, pas­sion­ate­ly. She sprang to her feet, scat­ter­ing the daisies over the grass. “For them to pre­sume that I cared for you is ab­surd. I nev­er gave them any rea­son to think so, for—for I—I don’t.”

			“Very well, then, there is noth­ing more to be said,” an­swered Al­fred, in a voice that was calm and slight­ly cold. “I’m sor­ry if you have been an­noyed. I have been mad, of course, but I prom­ise you that you need fear no fur­ther an­noy­ance from me. Come, I think we should re­turn to the house.”

			And he turned and walked slow­ly up the path. He had tak­en per­haps a dozen steps when she called him.

			“Mr. Clarke, come back.”

			Al­fred re­traced his steps and stood be­fore her again. Then he saw a dif­fer­ent Bet­ty. The haughty poise had dis­ap­peared. Her head was bowed. Her lit­tle hands were tight­ly pressed over a throb­bing bo­som.

			“Well,” said Al­fred, af­ter a mo­ment.

			“Why—why are you in such a hur­ry to go?”

			“I have learned what I want­ed to know. And af­ter that I do not imag­ine I would be very agree­able. I am go­ing back. Are you com­ing?”

			“I did not mean quite—quite what I said,” whis­pered Bet­ty.

			“Then what did you mean?” asked Al­fred, in a stern voice.

			“I don’t know. Please don’t speak so.”

			“Bet­ty, for­give my harsh­ness. Can you ex­pect a man to feel as I do and re­main calm? You know I love you. You must not tri­fle any longer. You must not fight any longer.”

			“But I can’t help fight­ing.”

			“Look at me,” said Al­fred, tak­ing her hands. “Let me see your eyes. I be­lieve you care a lit­tle for me, or else you wouldn’t have called me back. I love you. Can you un­der­stand that?”

			“Yes, I can; and I think you should love me a great deal to make up for what you made me suf­fer.”

			“Bet­ty, look at me.”

			Slow­ly she raised her head and lift­ed the down­cast eyes. Those tell­tale traitors no longer hid her se­cret. With a glad cry Al­fred caught her in his arms. She tried to hide her face, but he got his hand un­der her chin and held it firm­ly so that the sweet crim­son lips were very near his own. Then he slow­ly bent his head.

			Bet­ty saw his in­ten­tion, closed her eyes and whis­pered:

			“Al­fred, please don’t—it’s not fair—I beg of you—Oh!”

			That kiss was Bet­ty’s un­do­ing. She ut­tered a strange lit­tle cry. Then her dark head found a hid­ing place over his heart, and her slen­der form, which a mo­ment be­fore had re­sist­ed so fierce­ly, sank yield­ing in­to his em­brace.

			“Bet­ty, do you dare tell me now that you do not care for me?” Al­fred whis­pered in­to the dusky hair which rip­pled over his breast.

			Bet­ty was brave even in her sur­ren­der. Her hands moved slow­ly up­ward along his arms, slipped over his shoul­ders, and clasped round his neck. Then she lift­ed a flushed and tearstained face with tremu­lous lips and won­der­ful shin­ing eyes.

			“Al­fred, I do love you—with my whole heart I love you. I nev­er knew un­til now.”

			The hours flew apace. The pro­longed ring­ing of the din­ner bell brought the lovers back to earth, and to the re­al­iza­tion that the world held oth­ers than them­selves. Slow­ly they climbed the fa­mil­iar path, but this time as nev­er be­fore. They walked hand in hand. From the bluff they looked back. They want­ed to make sure they were not dream­ing. The wa­ter rushed over the fall more mu­si­cal­ly than ev­er be­fore; the white patch­es of foam float­ed round and round the shady pool; the leaves of the sycamore rus­tled cheer­i­ly in the breeze. On a dead branch a wood­peck­er ham­mered in­dus­tri­ous­ly.

			“Be­fore we get out of sight of that dear old tree I want to make a con­fes­sion,” said Bet­ty, as she stood be­fore Al­fred. She was pulling at the fringe on his hunt­ing coat.

			“You need not make con­fes­sions to me.”

			“But this was dread­ful; it preys on my con­science.”

			“Very well, I will be your judge. Your pun­ish­ment shall be slight.”

			“One day when you were ly­ing un­con­scious from your wound, Bessie sent me to watch you. I nursed you for hours, and—and—do not think bad­ly of me—I—I kissed you.”

			“My dar­ling,” cried the en­rap­tured young man.

			When they at last reached the house they found Col. Zane on the doorstep.

			“Where on earth have you been?” he said. “Wet­zel was here. He said he would not wait to see you. There he goes up the hill. He is be­hind that lau­rel.”

			They looked and present­ly saw the tall fig­ure of the hunter emerge from the bush­es. He stopped and leaned on his ri­fle. For a minute he re­mained mo­tion­less. Then he waved his hand and plunged in­to the thick­et. Bet­ty sighed and Al­fred said:

			“Poor Wet­zel! ev­er rest­less, ev­er roam­ing.”

			“Hel­lo, there!” ex­claimed a gay voice. The lovers turned to see the smil­ing face of Isaac, and over his shoul­der My­eer­ah’s hap­py face beam­ing on them. “Al­fred, you are a lucky dog. You can thank My­eer­ah and me for this; be­cause if I had not tak­en to the riv­er and near­ly drowned my­self to give you that op­por­tu­ni­ty you would not wear that hap­py face to­day. Blush away, Betts, it be­comes you might­i­ly.”

			“Bessie, here they are!” cried Col. Zane, in his hearty voice. “She is tamed at last. No ex­cus­es, Al­fred, in to din­ner you go.”

			Col. Zane pushed the young peo­ple up the steps be­fore him, and stop­ping on the thresh­old while he knocked the ash­es from his pipe, he smiled con­tent­ed­ly.

		
	
		
			Afterword

			Bet­ty lived all her af­ter life on the scene of her fa­mous ex­ploit. She be­came a hap­py wife and moth­er. When she grew to be an old la­dy, with her grand­chil­dren about her knee, she de­light­ed to tell them that when a girl she had run the gaunt­let of the In­di­ans.

			Col. Zane be­came the friend of all red­men. He main­tained a trad­ing post for many years, and his deal­ings were ev­er kind and hon­or­able. Af­ter the coun­try got set­tled he re­ceived from time to time var­i­ous marks of dis­tinc­tion from the State, Colo­nial, and Na­tion­al gov­ern­ments. His most not­ed achieve­ment was com­plet­ed about 1796. Pres­i­dent Wash­ing­ton, de­sir­ing to open a Na­tion­al road from Fort Hen­ry to Maysville, Ken­tucky, paid a great trib­ute to Col. Zane’s abil­i­ty by em­ploy­ing him to un­der­take the ar­du­ous task. His broth­er Jonathan and the In­di­an guide, Tome­pome­ha­la, ren­dered valu­able aid in blaz­ing out the path through the wilder­ness. This road, fa­mous for many years as Zane’s Trace, opened the beau­ti­ful Ohio val­ley to the am­bi­tious pi­o­neer. For this ser­vice Con­gress grant­ed Col. Zane the priv­i­lege of lo­cat­ing mil­i­tary war­rants up­on three sec­tions of land, each a square mile in ex­tent, which prop­er­ty the gov­ern­ment even­tu­al­ly pre­sent­ed to him. Col. Zane was the founder of Wheel­ing, Zanesville, Mar­tin’s Fer­ry, and Bridge­port. He died in 1811.

			Isaac Zane re­ceived from the gov­ern­ment a patent of ten thou­sand acres of land on Mad riv­er. He es­tab­lished his home in the cen­ter of this tract, where he lived with the Wyan­dots un­til his death. A white set­tle­ment sprang up, pros­pered, and grew, and to­day it is the thriv­ing city of Zanes­field.

			Jonathan Zane set­tled down af­ter peace was de­clared with the In­di­ans, found him­self a wife, and even­tu­al­ly be­came an in­flu­en­tial cit­i­zen. How­ev­er, he nev­er lost his love for the wild woods. At times he would take down the old ri­fle and dis­ap­pear for two or three days. He al­ways re­turned cheer­ful and hap­py from these lone­ly hunts.

			Wet­zel alone did not take kind­ly to the march of civ­i­liza­tion; but then he was a hunter, not a pi­o­neer. He kept his word of peace with his old en­e­mies, the Hurons, though he nev­er aban­doned his wan­der­ing and venge­ful quests af­ter the Delawares.

			As the years passed Wet­zel grew more silent and tac­i­turn. From time to time he vis­it­ed Ft. Hen­ry, and on these vis­its he spent hours play­ing with Bet­ty’s chil­dren. But he was rest­less in the set­tle­ment, and his so­journs grew briefer and more in­fre­quent as time rolled on. True to his con­vic­tion that no wife ex­ist­ed on earth for him, he nev­er mar­ried. His home was the track­less wilds, where he was true to his call­ing—a foe to the red­man.

			Won­der­ful to re­late his long, black hair nev­er adorned the walls of an In­di­an’s lodge, where a war­rior might point with grim pride and say: “No more does the Death­wind blow over the hills and vales.” We could tell of how his keen eye once again saw Win­ge­nund over the sights of his fa­tal ri­fle, and how he was once again a pris­on­er in the camp of that life­long foe, but that’s an­oth­er sto­ry, which, per­haps, we may tell some day.

			To­day the beau­ti­ful city of Wheel­ing ris­es on the banks of the Ohio, where the yells of the In­di­ans once blanched the cheeks of the pi­o­neers. The broad, wind­ing riv­er rolls on as of yore; it alone re­mains un­changed. What were In­di­ans and pi­o­neers, forts and cities to it? Eons of time be­fore hu­man be­ings lived it flowed slow­ly to­ward the sea, and ages af­ter men and their works are dust, it will roll on placid­ly with its eter­nal scheme of na­ture.

			Up­on the is­land still stand no­ble beech­es, oaks, and chest­nuts—trees that long ago have cov­ered up their bul­let scars, but they could tell, had they the pow­er to speak, many a wild thrilling tale. Beau­ti­ful parks and state­ly man­sions grace the is­land; and pol­ished equipages roll over the ground that once knew naught save the soft tread of the deer and the moc­casin.

			Mc­Col­loch’s Rock still juts bold­ly out over the riv­er as deep and rugged as when the brave Ma­jor leaped to ev­er­last­ing fame. Wet­zel’s Cave, so named to this day, re­mains on the side of the bluff over­look­ing the creek. The grapevines and wild rose­bush­es still clus­ter round the cav­ern en­trance, where, long ago, the wily sav­age was wont to lie in wait for the set­tler, lured there by the false tur­key call. The boys vis­it the cave on Sat­ur­day af­ter­noons and play “In­juns.”

			Not long since the writ­er spent a qui­et af­ter­noon there, lis­ten­ing to the mu­si­cal flow of the brook, and dream­ing of those who had lived and loved, fought and died by that stream one hun­dred and twen­ty years ago. The city with its long blocks of build­ings, its spires and bridges, fad­ed away, leav­ing the scene as it was in the days of Fort Hen­ry—un­ob­scured by smoke, the riv­er un­dot­ted by puff­ing boats, and ev­ery­where the green and ver­dant for­est.

			Noth­ing was want­ing in that dream pic­ture: Bet­ty tear­ing along on her pony; the pi­o­neer plow­ing in the field; the stealthy ap­proach of the sav­age; Wet­zel and Jonathan watch­ing the riv­er; the deer brows­ing with the cows in the pas­ture, and the old fort, grim and men­ac­ing on the bluff—all were there as nat­u­ral as in those times which tried men’s souls.

			And as the writ­er awoke to the re­al­i­ties of life, that his dreams were of long ago, he was sad­dened by the thought that the la­bor of the pi­o­neer is end­ed; his faith­ful, hero­ic wife’s work is done. That beau­ti­ful coun­try, which their sac­ri­fices made ours, will ev­er be a mon­u­ment to them.

			Sad, too, is the thought that the poor In­di­an is un­mourned. He is al­most for­got­ten; he is in the shad­ow; his songs are sung; no more will he sing to his dusky bride: his deeds are done; no more will he boast of his all-con­quer­ing arm or of his speed like the North­wind; no more will his heart bound at the whis­tle of the stag, for he sleeps in the shade of the oaks, un­der the moss and the ferns.
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